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THE COURSE OF DIVINE LOVE. 



CHAPTEK I. 



THE APPBOACHINO ADYE5T OF THB MBS8IAH. ' 

As there are three persons in the adorable Trinity^ 
80 were there three appointed occasions of special 
heavenly joy as regards this earth. The sons of 
God sang together at its creation — the heavenly 
host proclaimed aloud the advent of the Incarnate 
Lord; and there is yet reserved for them that 
greatest and crowning exultation^ when Sin and 
Death shall be destroyed, and this world be purified 
for an eternal abode of perfect bliss. On one only 
of these could the earth and its great family of- 
children have yet participated ; and that we now ap- 
proach. Zion, the symbol of the Church of God on 
earthy has been from age to age invited by antici- 
pation, through the inspired prophets^ to shout with 
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6 THE COURSE OF 

rapture at the coming of her promised Lord — ^the 
commencement of the glorious Gospel day — the 
presence of her King I And oh ! never could this 
world have equal cause of joy. While demanding 
the shouts of Zion it calls for an universal song from 
earth. Shout, Zion, shout! Rejoice, rejoice, World I 
Thy great delight arrives I MilUons of golden 
harps should scarce suffice, to give a voice of har- 
mony to coming joys like thine I Love's most 
glorious light is soon to shine upon thee in all its 
fulness ; Love, Eternal LoVe, who made thee fair 
and robed thee in thy beauty — Love, who gave 
thine ambient atmosphere its undulating waves, 
that thou mightest have a voice with which to 
shout in rapture now-Love, Love descends fn>m 
Heaven, to tread in human form thy blood-stained 
soil. Rejoice I rejoice I Shout, then, and sing, ye 
mountains, rocks, hills, rivers, oceans, lakes, and 
streams I Shout, valleys, woods, and groves ; plains 
rich with verdure, smiling in plenty, bright with 
golden stores ; vineyards, amid whose purple 
bunches nestle bright, rosy, laughing joys that give 
new zest to life, glide into gay fancy's fairy bosom, 
rouse her from her slumbers, stir her to motion, 
play with her brilliant pinions, unbar her prison 
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doorSy and bid her mount and soar^ and revel in her 
enchanting powers. Cry, cry aloud ; for she to 
whom thou owest these and all thou hast — she in 
whose warm, teemful Ught thy mysteries glowed 
ere yet she gave thee to thy husband sun, in whose 
strong, loving arms thou hast now made four thou- 
sand annual rounds, constant in time, unerring in 
thy course, and faithful, ever faithful, to his com- 
mands — Love, that crowned thy mountain-tops with 
their diadems of snow; gave to thine ocean-beds 
their coral forests ; bestowed thy gold, thy silver, thy 
jewels, and thy pearls ; and, oh ! how far surpassing 
these in charm and beauty, that verdant robe she 
spread upon thee, and where, in fairy things on 
which her fingers traced most wondrous lines and 
spots of loveliness, she placed the precious odours 
of her breath ; sprinkling on thy vestment her 
every glorious hue, crimson and blue of thousand 
shades, with lucent spotless white, until thou hadst 
become so rich in loveliness, admiring angels 
thronged thy tuneful air to gaze upon thee — Love, 
Love descends to realise her gracious promises ; and 
wrest thy usurped sceptre fix)m that Prince of Evil, 
to whom thou owest all thy woes. 

Sing I shout ! rejoice I that ever envious foe, 
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who lurked about thee with fell purpose of destruc- 
tion — who blasted thine Eden with hiB poisonous 
breath — ^sowed the seeds of misery in thy fruitful 
sou -dwarfed aU thy beauties - spoUed all thy 
charms — ^made thy sweet joys his prey — sullied thy 
purity and made thee vile — repelled God's angels to 
their own bright, ever-glorious sphere— brought in 
wild tempests to deface thy breast, and lash fair 
ocean into hideous rage-* made thee Death's herit- 
age — deluged thy beauteous plains with gore — 
provoked the o'erwhelming, devastating flood — 
rejoice ! rejoice 1 it comes, the promised blow that 
shall bruise his head, avenge thine injuries, and 
open wide for man the gates of endless bliss I 

Shout ! shout I behold the appointed time that 
brings the woman's all-triumphant seed — ^that re- 
stores God to His whole himian family, and prepares 
the victory of Love, the final disgrace of sin I Yes, 
He is near, who wiU bind the monster giant to His 
chariot wheels, and inflict his cureless wound. He 
comes, who turned aside the flaming sword from 
man when Adam fell within the Tempter's power, 
and showed him how through pain and death, he 
might regain his heritage of glory! Behold, He 
comes, whom prophets' tongues proclaimed — ^thy God, 
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thy Lord, the Christ, thy Saviour ; the brightness 
of prophetic vision ; the burthen of prophetic theme. 
He comes, whom million lambs prefigured, to end 
the types and shadows of the law, to liberate the 
sin-enslaved victims from their odious bonds ; to 
release the captives ; to redeem the spoils ; to end 
the mission of a treacherous and rebellious race ; 
to set Love's precious perfume free, that it may be 
borne upon thine every breeze ; to extend the 
bounds of Zion over all the lands ; and to girdle thy 
whole bulk with love and grace. Shout, shout, 
world ! Thy great Redeemer hail — hail Zion's 
glorious King ! 

O ! did thy joy but equal thy great need of this 
Deliverer, this Almighty Saviour, stained as thou art 
fair world by every hideous enormity — by loath- 
someness that may not have a name on this pure 
page of Love — ^then would thy shouts rouse every 
brilliant sphere in heaven's vast globe-decked space 
— ^thy strident voice would wake up universal echo ; 
Rejoice ! rejoice I rejoice I would boimd in joyous 
melody from every star, and make a circling 
harmony from worid to worid, till all the illimitable 
resounded with thy joy ! 

Look at thyself, O World, and say, hath not the 
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climax of thy need now most fully come. The 
whole human race has conspired to work for thee^ 
the most foul and dreadful shame. Estranged from 
God, presumptuous reason, idiotic in its folly and its 
pride, vomits the most vile conceits through all thy 
heathen lands ; conceits in which some pale reflec- 
tion of the great eternal truth, is smeared and fouled 
by the vilest and most gross delusions of sense; 
some faint record of Heaven, overpowed by the all- 
pervading influence of sinful lust. Jupiter, Apis, 
Brahmah, Thor, or Budh preserve some shadow of 
Jehovah, of the God of Adam and of Noah, the 
great I AM of Moses ; but what they reveal to 
their self-deluding and deluded dupes, is the 
majesty of material force — ^the rule of power, 
vengeance, and unbridled lust; a vague concep- 
tion of one Great Supreme, combined with the 
senseless dreams of some vile, cruel, despotic, 
bloodthirsty superstition* At the command of 
Ambition, Avarice, and Vice, inventive Fancy 
forms a host of mean and inferior local divinities, 
that binds the universe in one great many-linked 
chain of preposterous lies. Children of the poet's 
brain, proclaimed invisible realities, haunt the lovely 
islands of delicious Greece ; rule over their fountains 
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and their valleys^ hallow their mountain caverns 
and their seaside grots, each become the abode or 
favourite resort of some feigned deity. Art brings 
to Superstition the precious tribute of its aid, and 
decks the lands with fanes of matchless beauty. 
Diana^ Mars, Apollo, Mercury compete in sculp- 
tured wealth with their chief divinity. Heligion 
becomes a imiversal lie — a cheat — ^a trick — ^a craft — 
a senseless mummery, a ravenous throng of priests 
and ministers direct the lying oracles, and shroud 
by dexterous cheat and cunning artifice, the vile 
imposture of the thing adored. And while the 
vulgar are thus fettered with shameless chains, 
the truth shines not, or shines but faintly, on the 
philosophic mind. The Epicurean sinks in plea- 
sure's foul and enervating sty, renouncing gods 
whose existence he may not dare publicly to deride ; 
while the Academician flees for refuge to universal 
doubt^ and fails to draw any real distinction be- 
tween truth and lie& Pass over the waters of the 
tideless sea, and lo. Home ! conquering Rome I 
To all that Pagan Italy believed, she hath added 
the gods of Greece, culled from those of Egypt, 
and enthrones a line of kings to furnish more. 
The West lies prostrate, groaning beneath her feet ; 
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her proud standard flaunts the skies of the fisur East ; 
Africa bows submissive to her resistless sway ; and 
on her fiat depends the throne of Judah — Judah^ 
that waits the coming of the great Deliverer! 
The doors of the Temple of Janus are open ; peace 
reigns ! But what peace, and how reigns it ? It 
is that Brome's resistless power, allowed to her as to 
Babylon of old, binds the prostrate nations with its 
iron bands. The peace is that dread peace of des- 
potism, where human gore is flowing in a thousand 
rivulets, though it makes no appalling stream. 
Degrading superstitions sway throughout her wide- 
spread empire. She acknowledges the gods of 
conquered States, and sends her own to share 
with them the power, granting to Wodin and to 
Thor the name of her own great so-called King of 
Gods, and adding to their cruel, revolting, obscene, 
impure, and lascivious- rites. The joyous cries of 
Lust blend with the cries of the murdered, and 
shouts and plaudits rend the air, as the poor stricken 
gladiator sinks and dies, pouring out his life's warm 
current from his severed veins, to stain the hideous 
sands of the great arena. Every vice and every foul 
disease obtain a shrine ; there is nothing too beastly, 
too hideously criminal, to flow from a divine 
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source. Degraded Egypt claims precedence for 
her sacred crocodiles; makes divinities of plants; 
£bJ1s prostrate before the meanest brutes of earth ; 
and weeps when the holy scarabseus dies. The 
glowing East is tightly bound in the chains of 
unrelenting despotisms. Idolatry has there given 
the place of God to sim, and moon^ and stars, to 
the viBable adornments of His heavens. The em- 
blematic fire demands and obtains its victims ; and 
tyrants, priestly and regal, simle vrith fiendish joy 
while outraged nature shrieks beneath agonising 
pains. Vishnu, Siva, Juggernaut deluge wide 
India's lands and cavemed fanes vnth blood; in- 
human monsters light the funeral pyres, consuming 
together the living and the dead ; and crowds of 
hideous gods seem to strive which shall most 
degrade and debase mankind ! Man is altogether 
vile ; smeared everywhere with loathsome super- 
stition; and welcoming every abomination and 
every cheat that Satan brings to him as God I 

Shout I Zion, shout I Alas I thy voice is weak and 
faint; and this not alone because Judah lies de- 
pressed by the hated Boman thrall, and stained by 
the bloody hand of Idumean Herod, but because 
few, alas ! retain the true and holy faith. Licentious 
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Luxury, the vice of Rome, hath found here a favour- 
ing abode, and holds unchecked her revels. An 
outward homage is still shown to the name of 
Jehovah ; but few hearts retain the sacred fire of 
Love. The Word of God is still read in the syna- 
gogues — the letter is retained, but the spirit haa 
departed. Taught by the record of ancient pro- 
phecy, they believe in the approaching advent of 
the Messiah, and await His coming ; but what their 
proud hearts desire, is a King under whom they 
should become the terror of the earth; one who 
shall break and destroy the power of haughty 
Borne, and fix in Jerusalem the seat of universal 
empire ; glutting them with vengeance on the Gen- 
tile nations, and filling their greedy hands with the 
treasures of a plundered world. The Jews and the 
Samaritans hate each other, as heartily as they both 
loathe the Koman sway. Each thirsts for triumph. 
The multitude is deeply imbued with superstitious 
—the Sadducee and the Pharisee are irreconcil- 
A Messiah such as God has himself announced, 
imed but in secret and by a very few. Though 
:«red through the country, these constitute 
s's own cherished flock — the only sons of God — 
Zion in the land I World I World 1 how 
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great the mercy that the eyes of Eternal Love 
are now fixed on thee with purpose of immediate 
aid ; how great the mercy that He who made thee; 
He who loves thee^ has not abandoned thee ! What 
could remove from thee that hideous catalogue of 
sin and shame, that combination of satanic slime, 
but the all-cleansing purity of sweet and mighty 
Heavenly Love, revealed on earth with power ; 
what but some new revelation to mankind, under 
which Love should free the heart, emancipate the 
mind, restore God's lost image, and arrest the hand 
of all-destroying Sin. Shout! then, oh shout! fair 
World! Let mighty welcomes rise from out thy 
burning depths, and Eejoice I rejoice ! fly circUng 
round thee, never move to cease ; for, lo ! He comes 
whose precious blood shall wash away every human 
ein — ^He comes who shall in his own time reign 
over thee — supreme — ^alone ! 

ZiEtcharias, holding the smoking censer, stands 
beside the altar of incense ; and, lo ! a brilliant angel 
at his side, who promises him a son, the messenger 
of Heaven, to precede the Great Messiah, prepare 
His way, and call men to repentance. Zacharias 
doubts, and, both as a chastisement and a sign, is 
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made speechless. His wife^ though long past hope, 
believes ; and soon feels the promised babe stirring 
within her aged womb. 

How wondrous is the course of God — of Love, 
in this work of Man's redemption ; how fitting every 
step to provoke a song of gratitude and praise! 
Love, to show the working of her hand, pours 
glorious streams of Ught before her advancing feet, 
that evidence on evidence may be up-piled, untU 
it reach a towering height, in presence of which 
doubt must die, except in him who, at Satan's 
behest, wilfully and resolutely shuts his heart 
against conviction. But that we recognise the won- 
drous power of Satan over the human mind, the 
mightiest marvel upon earth would be the refusal 
of ruined man to receive Love's great salvation. 

And now the great angel Gabriel, chief of all 
the heavenly band, the special messenger of Heaven 
to the aged Zacharias, receives the charge to an- 
nounce the coming mystery of the clothing of the 
Divine Word in human flesh to her whom God has 
elected to the high honour of becoming the human 
mother of the Saviour of the World I As I prepare 
to follow him from the presence of the Eternal 
through the illumined air of earth, chained with a 
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misfidoii that so enlarges his perceptions as to thrill 
him with most marveUous deUght at the sovereign 
mil of Almighty Love^ my hearty too^ beats audibly, 

My throbbing brain 
Learns that ezoeBS of ecstasy is pain 
To that organic weakness which surrounds 
The human soul, and limits rapturous bounds. 

So let US pause awhile, ere we descend with him 
to Nazareth. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE ANH UNCI ATION. 

Among the gardens of Nazaretli is one in whose 
most secret recesses^ where the graceful and abun- 
dant foliage of the trellised yine bestows its pleasing 
shade — a maiden prays I O she is beautiful as the 
bright rosy mom; she is pure as the purest and 
clearest day's most unpolluted light. From her 
earUest infancy she has been environed by holy and 
celestial influences, that foul things of earth might 
not seize upon the inborn seeds of evil^ and impair 
what Heaven's eternal mind had set apart for its 
own great purposes — for Love's great and wondrous 
human manifestation. Her sweet eyes lift their 
long-fringed lids from her fair cheeks, and she 
throws toward heaven a gaze, rich with the mighty 
eloquence of sacred thought, flowing from the abun- 
dance of a God-taught soul. Her lips are parted — 
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yet not the faintest sound from them accompanies 

her loud harp-speaking eye, whose marvellous tones 

ascend, unknown by the air they penetrate, uncaught 

by attending Echo who would fain rev^l in their 

music, and untouched even by angel fingers, direct 

to the Eternal Throne. Now her fair hands fold 

with expressive grace across her budding bosom, 

as newly risen from her knees she directs above 

another fixed and ardent gaze, her young hearths 

amen to her adoration and her prayer. She is so 

rich in loveliness, she looks so holy and so pure, 

that were she not all mortal, naturally one of the 

lost children of fallen Adam, man might well bend 

the knee to so great perfection. Her intercourse 

with Heaven hath filled her heart with new and 

precious joy; for her eyes, now bright and humid, 

pour a flood of melody ; and though she no longer 

prays, she is surrounded by a perfume of devotion, 

that tells of sweet communion with the exhaustless 

Source of bliss. And, oh ! methinks the throat of 

seraph did never yield before the throne of God 

more precious pearls of harmony, than those that 

are now dropping singly near, as to the sweet 

accents of her simple lute she pours forth the 

tribute of her soul's love and hope. 
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O Thoa greftt unseen Jehovab, 

IsneVs Lord, 
Who Thy people watchest over, 
God adored; 
Mj Bool IB Thine, my heart Thy presence feels, 
Deliciocis rapture through my spirit steals. 

I see aroond Thy glorious throne 

Angels stand ; 
Bat I cangase on Thee alone — 
That pore band 
Is bat as motes that in the sunbeams play. 
Thou brighter than ten thousand orbs of day ! 

Father, thou hast my soul's desires ; 

Qod of lore. 
To Thee my bounding heart aspires ; 
All aboTO. 
In Thee my Lord, my God, my King is found, 
I loye, oh, how I love Thy praise to sound ! 

Let me feel Thee ever near me, 

Power Divine ! 
Ever in Thy bosom bear me ! 
Be it mine, 
By day, by night, to know that Thou art nigh. 
And that Thy loving ear receives my sigh. 

Her dallying fingers creep over the faintly- 
respondingst rings, but she is lost to the external 
world of life. Her drooping eyelids have sent once 
more their silken fringe, to kiss the cheek now 
increased in beauty by the deep tinge of her heart's 
rich emotions. But while the magnificence of her 
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loveliness might make her the one and only bright 
and all-pervading thought of him who should gaze 
upon her, she' is so rich in purity, that Sin him- 
self beholding her, might for the moment forget 
that he is impure. Methinks there hath been 
nothing Uke this on earth, save in the mental vision 
of some dreaming enthusiast, since God brought the 
last perfection of creation to enraptured Adam. So, 
at least, feels the angel, who, mute in admiration, 
recalls the delicious scenes of Eden, where all was 
pure and fair, because aU was the yet unpolluted 
work of Love. But he may not long delay a 
message fraught with a world-renewing joy. The 
voice from heaven salutes her ears, " Hail !" and at 
this first word from the melodious tongue of one 
*' who stands in the presence of God " the maiden 
opens her eyes, and bends on him a look of strange 
and wondering expectation. " Highly favoured — 

blessed art thou among women I" Her mind is full 

• • 

of perplexity and doubt. What can this mean? 
Her song, her prayer, all rapidly revert as she 
endeavours to explain to herself this mysterious 
salutation. But she waits not long ; the tidings of 
her approaching conception of the great, the mighty, 
the pure, the holy Jesus, the Redeemer of the 
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world, are delivered to her afltonished ears — {St. 
Luke i. 30 — 33). Mary questions, not in doubt and 
distrust, like Zachaiias, but in faitb that only fails 
to comprehend what it believes. Well" taught in 
the sacred records of prophetic prediction, her heart 
glowing with holy faith, firm in her conviction of 
the omnipotence of God, the words of the great 
messenger of the past flame across her soul — '' A 
virgin shall conceive and bear a son." Doubt does 
not impel its chilling gloom over her glowing soul ; 
yet, taught of God, she naturally desires to know 
how she a maiden could thus become a mother, and 
fix the wonder of every future age of the astonished 
world, at so marvellous a birth. She receives an 
elucidation of this wondrous project of the Most 
High — (Sl Luke i. 35). Her sweet face, pure as 
the mind that is mirrored in it, reveals the fulness 
of her joy at such surpassing mercy. The matchless 
dignity of unsullied innocence gathers ennobling 
round her, and heavenly music trickles from her 
tongue, as she proclaims her inmost soul's most 
entire acquiescence in the Eternal will — {St. Luke i. 
37) — *' Behold the handmaid of the Lord; be it 
unto me according to thy word." 

The angel gently spreads his lustrous wings, and 
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fiides away from view, returning to the celestial 
world. Alone she stands. Her eyes gaze ardently 
toward heaven. See how she grows in beauty. 
Her. clasped hands are with each moment closer and 
closer pressed^ as with increasing passion ; while her 
blue wiiBte are drawn against her maiden bosom by 
a deep emotion that takes from her all power of 
speech ; and her heart is overflowing with a joy too 
copious to be restrained. • . Oh^ it is a trutli 
beyond all possibility of doubt. • . She^ is the pre- 
ferred of Grod I she, she, the humble Galilean maid 
— but yet of the Royal line of David I She gasps for 
breath 1 She ? she the blessed Virgin whom pro- 
phets have so long foretold ? Oh joy ! surpassing 
joy I joy beyond all expression ! And s?ie will press 
to her expanded bosom the Delight of Earth, the ' 
Kuler of the universe I Her God, her Saviour, will 
cling with little, holy, soft, pure, innocent, glowing 
lips to her yielding breast? Oh, happy, happy 
Mary ! Her brain swims in the rich exuberance of 
her soul's delight ! Fruitlessly she strives to still 
the tumult in her swelling veins. Bapture is pour- 
ing its resistless flood through all her being I She 
— she so beloved of God I Overpowered by the 

&st-flowing tide of her emotions, fainting, she sinks 

c 2 
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once more upon the spot whence her heart's deep 
adoration and her fervid prayer ascended to the 
heaven of heavens I She has become motionless, 
save that her breast is deeply heaving with her 
shortened breath, that steals silently from out her 
parted lips. Her veined lids are like a soft veil 
drawn across her swollen eyes. All action of sense 
seems now suspended. She has no faculty remain- 
ing for earth or things of earth . . . The air grows 
luminous around her ! Oh ! she is strongly clasped 
in the strong arms of deepest Slumber^ who holds 
her all passively in his embrace, while she becomes 
a thing of Ught, more briUiant than that mighty 
angel who announced her high election. Every 
hair of that rich flowing mass that spreads around 
her lovely form is gold— a lustrous, shining, 
dazzling, gUstering, flaming thread ; and lightning 
seems to pour and flash from the clear, transparent 
flesh I The Eternal Spirit beautifies the creature 
raised to such high honour, and pours within her 
his rich flood of glory, till, all resplendent with, 
and enveloped in, a consuming blaze of eternal 
light, she would be fatal to a mortal eye, 
and even mortal thought shrinks back ap- 
palled ! It is as when the Spirit of God moved 



DIVINE LOVE. 25 

upon the face of the waters of the then renewing 
earth. 

Is she not now resplendent^ as she slowly walks 
beneath those laden vines ? Are there not hosts of 
heavenly loves plajdng around her ? Forget that she 
is a sinful child of Adam^ and look at her with eyes 
of faith in the great Eedeemerof mankind. Is she 
not glorious 1 Ah ! maiden^ there is more within that 
beauteous form of thine than the whole wealth of 
ten thousand million worlds' most fruitful plains. 
The air crowds on thee, thou dear maid; it would rob 
thy breath of its sweet Ufe-giving perfume. Dost 
thou not know that the dreaded enemy of man 
hath now in thee his Conqueror; that from thy 
womb will come the final blow of Sin and Death ? 
The odour of thy breath, that the air is drinking in 
so thirstUy, is the mighty perfume of immortaUty 1 
the light that shines within thine eyes is the 
precious light of eternal joy! Is it possible that 
thou canst be the same, who but a few short 
days ago so humbly moved about this garden? 
The same, the same, thou art; but suddenly 
thou hast become so stately — ^thou movest like 
a queen t Oh I could I but know whither 
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thou wert borne in that beatific trance, when even 
thought no longer dared to gaze upon thee I . . . 
Yes, yes, thou wert in heaven, where million million 
harps blended their rapturous harmonies, making 
resonant the illimitable space with praise, us thou 
wert placed beside that sapphire throne, and His 
eternal glory poured through thee its mighty flood; 
when Love confided to thy keeping the precious 
germ of earth's redemption, that thou mightest give 
to it the clothing of humanity. In thy frail, fair 
form thou bearest now that marvellous seed 1 Oh I 
thou art all peerless now — ^unmatched — exceeding all 
computation of value — ^above all comparison among 
men or angels ; a company of the hosts of gloiy con- 
stantly attends thee — ^they watch unseen around thee 
— ^and thou alone in aU this peopled world art truly 
great, for the whole might and power of earth united 
in one hostile band, were powerless as the breath of 
an infant against thee a simple, tender maiden, whilst 
thou bearest in thine honoured womb the Son of God I 
Aye, thou mayest sing ; thy life should be one con- 
tinuous flow of melody, as though thou wert enrolled 
in the great glorious band of seraphs ; and nothing 
in their voice surpasses thine, whose inarticulate 
sounds are prayer and praise. 
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Oh what was I— oh what can I have done. 
That Thou, my Qod, should'st search out me 
For such a destiiiy ; 
To bring me near to Thee, 
And let me thns Thy glory see : 
O Lord, my Qod, that I should bear thy Son 1 

Oft have I sung Thy praise from my full hearty 

And Thou, my Gk>d, hast heard and known 

It breathed for Thee alone ; 

Thy love within me shone. 

Kow Thou hast made me all Thine own : 

Oh who am I, Thou should'st such grace impart 1 



Is it not Thy love I feel, 
Genfcly, sweetly round me steal 9 

n^ Gkxl, behold me kneel ; 
All Thy love to me reyeaL 

^U Thy glories round me shone j 

1 have touched, unharmed, Thy throne ! 
Bliss by mortal never known ; 

Qodf my €K>d, I am Thine own J 

What a blessed lot is mine. 
Maid of Royal David's line; 
Basking in this love of Thine, 
Mother of a Son Divine ! 

All my heart and soul is joy, 
Sparkling, clear, without alloy, 
For Thy love can never cloy. 
Nor can aught Thy love destroy. 

Love is busy now. A month, and the pregnant 
Virgin hath made a visit to her aged relative, the 
wife of Zacharias. Soon as the sweet accents of the 



28 THE COURSE 0? 

fair maid of Nazareth -fall upoD her ear the babe 
bounds within the womb of the aged saint ; the 
Holy Spirit enlightens her, and her gushing words 
are warm with sacred fire — (St Luke i. 42 — 45). 
The Virgin, filled with rapture at this blessed wel- 
come, these words dictated by the Holy Ghost — her 
hands and eyes upraised to heaven, her form expand- 
ing with her joy — pours forth from her sweet lips, 
in mighty words of vigorous faith, her song of grati- 
tude and praise. Love, Eternal Love, that en- 
nobles and that never can forsake, is her delicious 
theme — (St. Luke i. 46 — 55). 

John, the child of Zacharias and Ellizabeth, 
named and circumcised, the liberated tongue of the 
honoured priest sings a world-stirring strain of pro- 
phecy — (St. Luke i. 68 — 79). The strange tidings 
of these predictions and events spread far and wide 
among the mountains of Judea. They are listened 
to with fear and wonder, and eager tongues inquire 
what this child shall be, whom an angel promised, 
and whom an angel names. 

ffhat deliberate care sweet Love proceeds 
ilation of her mighty work, bringing thus 
I eyes of a lost and ruined race, the small 
i of the fulfilment of the vast plan of 
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human redemption I She bursts not suddenly^ 
upon the world with an intense and startling 
majesty of light, but seeks here and there in her 
scattered Church for some humble-hearted child of 
Zion ; reveals the promised joy ; tells of the in- 
tended mercy ; directs the eye of faith to some im- 
pending marvel; brings to the chosen soul her 
heavenly mirror ; shows the order of nature com- 
bined with miracle ^ discloses precious gems in mines 
now opening for the world's wealth, proclaims at 
once the matchless perfection of their concealed 
brilliance, and declares them hers^ before one ray of 
their lustre can be discovered by the sons of men. 
As when the husbandman, in making ready his 
ground, beholds within his mind the crop that the 
coming season is to produce, and before one pre- 
ciou8 seed is sown traces with unfeiling precision its 
future progress — the germ, the tender blade, the 
ear, the ripened grain — so Love reveals to her 
favoured few the progress of her marvellous work, 
nor conceals one single link in the bright and glow- 
ing chain. 
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CHAPTER III. 

PEAOS ON BARTH, OOOD-WILL TO MEN. 

A VIVID ray shoots downward through the star- 
embellished heavens, and night now rivals the noon- 
tide hour in their enchanted eyes I A moment, 
with outstretched wings, he hovers o'er their heads, 
spreading an overwhelming splendour round them. 
A brilliant angel from before the Eternal Throne, 
has come to earth to announce its new-bom rapture. 
His wings are radiant, pellucid, dazzling light ; his 
floating drapery is waving flame ; an awful bla^e of 
gloiy that envelopes him, transfixes every heart with 
thrilling dread. And who are these to whom this 
brilliant messenger of Heaven descends, making 
night glorious with that effulgence which appertains 
to none but those who wait in constant attendance 
before the sapphire throne of the Most High ? 

Judea is diminished, degenerate, tributary, but 
she is rich and enervated, and in the Royal Gardens, 
Fancy, ever ready at the command of golden Power, 
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fomifi, invents^ arranges a thousand beauties, to 
gratify the thirst of eyer-craving sense, and enchain 
the voluptuous heart with luxury and ease. Blent 
marble polished paths, wind in endless variely 
through fragrant groves, to tempt the dainty feet 
of pampered beauty ; while the ear is soothed by the 
music of soft-falling water, from fountains set in 
bright, delicious beds of verdure. Art has through- 
out been lavish to create a scene of world-wide fame, 
but in one central spot she seems to have laboured 
with supreme delight. There alabaster columns 
yield their jets, and the sparkling purity trickles 
from cup to cup with graduated mingling murmurs, 
as it falls in diamond strings, whose thread is never 
spent, into a lake-like bath of polished porphyry. 
No solitary sheet of water this, but rich with life-like 
stone amid the mirrored beauties of the enchanting 
scene. There marble nymphs in every varying, 
charming attitude, attest the artist's power — some 
crouching with that shrinking modesty that seems 
to feel a shame in gazing on its own loveliness ; 
some with the thoughtless innocence of pure uncon- 
sciousness ; and others who in bold disport, are 
ready to brave every glance, and throw back the 
invincible defiance of triumphant beauty, to every 
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gaze. With these the living daughters of earth may 
mingle in real seclusion^ without one touch of sadden- 
ing loneliness. Crowding masses of odorous flowers 
shed their fragrance; and fairy canopies, supported 
by slender, stalk-like pillars, give shade to couches 
where not one crumpled rose-leaf would be found to 
disturb a Sybarite's repose, ofiering a delicious rest 
to limbs fresh from contact with the waters of the 
cooling bath. The sloping surface of the encircling 
mound, which shuts out every intrusive gaze, is rich 
with blooming shrubs; and through it winding paths 
conduct to terraces beyond, where art has efiected 
all that wealth could purchase, genius invent, and 
luxury demand — sculpture, colour, gold, flowers, 
fountains, curtained pavilions, rich with Tyrian dye 
— ^all that may tempt when parting day yields up 
his sceptre to her of the star-decked robes. Thence 
may the eye rove unimpeded over the gemmed arch 
of heaven, and pride or fancy choose its celestial 
home. 

And is it there that heavenly herald comes 
with the glad tidings of Eternal Love ? Is it to fair 
and princely ears he speaks of a world's peace ? Is 
it on eyes flashing with the keen, cruel light of 
earthly pride that the hovering angel pours that 



DIVINE LOVE. 33 

golden flood of celestial light? When the huge 
giant of Gath flung his insolent and foul defiance 
to the embattled hosts of Israel^ whence came the 
hand that stopped the current of his blasphemous 
boast ? A Bethlehem shepherd^ burning with holy 
zeal^ vindicated the outraged name of the great 
JehovaL The youth who rescued a weak and 
defenceless flock from ravening beasts of prey, now 
overthrows the Fhilistian terror. Strong in the 
might of heavenly faith, he slings the polished 
stone that crushes into the brain of the defiant 
monster. That shepherd-boy became the God- 
appointed King of Israel ; and it is in his line that 
LfOve now brings to earth her sublime and wondrous 
mystery. 

Through emerald meadows glides a rippling 
stream ; there planets mirror, and stars, far removed 
in boundless space, are dancing side by side, while 
there, in wakeful vigil, some faithful guardians of a 
flock protect their sheep from danger. The lustrous 
beauty of the night floods in upon the charmed soul 
beneath these pure, bright Eastern skies ; for here 
her brilliant orbs gleam not with fitful fire, but every 
star pours foid^h a steady stream of glorious light ; 
they are as if endued with eloquence and life ; they 
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give animation to the deep blue bosom of the 
sovereign who presides over the repose of earth ; 
holding sweet converse, engaged in tranquil dis- 
course, until, as they are watched by the enchanted 
eye, the sweet cadence of their voices seems to fall 
upon the listening ear, and reach the deep recesses 
of the inquiring soul. Nights such as these^ nights 
of peace and performance of tranquil duty, are passed 
with Grod ; the spirit is drawn upward ; all that is 
pure is fostered and developed ; the soul gets near to 
heaven, and, as it penetrates the celestial world, it 
beautifies its loved prison of clay. The mountain, 
plain, and valley^s solitude has a touch that makes 
itself felt by the heart of man. The piercing eye of 
the invisible God seems there to be upon him, 
bowing him in worship. The human heart must 
yield homage to something — ^to truth or falsehood. 
Alas that since it fell prostrate at the vile feet of 
Sin in Eden, its new lord exalts himself therein as 
God, changing his form and name with time and 
place, but ever offering himself to it in some guise 
or other for its adoration ! Happy they who in such 
scenes can look up to Him, the One true God-— can 
feel that they are in His presence, hear His voice in 
their souls, and bend their hearts to Him I These 
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Judean shepherds^ wise by tradition, and ministers 
of mystery as guardians of the sacrificial flock, are 
servants of Jehovah : every new-bom lamb whose 
blood may be shed^ upon His altar, whose young and 
innocent head may bear the foul, deep stains of 
imputed guilt, brings them into fresh communion 
with Him ; and the sire-descended songs with which 
tiiey break the midnight silence bear the impress of 
their faith : — 

Nightly thus our watch we keep, 
While car flocks in safety sleep ; 
No beast of prey 
May bear away 
To his den the feeble sheep.* 
Chorus — ^When, O when, shall Judah's King appear, 
To tame the wol^ the lion, and the heart 

With bright day's glad light we speed, 
To new pastores careful lead 
Our frisking sheep ; 
Who dimb and creep, 
Where'er they spy a dainty feed. 
Chobub — ^When, O when, shall Judah's King appear, 
To tame the wolf, the lion, and the bear ? 

Gently guide our laden ewes, 
Nor those tender lambs abuse ; 
Softly bear them ; 
Thus we rear them ! 
Who his bosom would refuse % 
Chorus — ^When, O when, shall Judah's King appear, 
To tome the wolf, the lion, and the bear f 
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• No, it is not on the marble terraces of Idumean 
Herod, where fair bosoms are heaving with guilty 
passion, ^here murder stands arrayed in royal robes, 
and blunted conscience strives in vain to pierce the 
heart that has become indurated by successful 
crime — ^it is not to eyes whose gleam is but too 
often the mandate of some atrocious deed of blood, 
that the splendid messenger of God appears, spread- 
ing around him the blaze of his celestial glory. 
On the verdant, flowery mead, by the tent of the 
watching shepherds, where the simple pipe and 
untutored voice present their music to lovely lis- 
tening Night ; where, perchance, some heart's silent 
prayer has found wings that bore it triumphant 
past every glittering orb, and dropped it in the 
golden censer near the Eternal Throne, whose per- 
fumed smoke hath voices that only God can hear, 
but not one of which is unheeded by the ever-loving 
Lord of all, whose supreme delight it is to bless His 
creatures— on the heads of shepherds, his brilliant 
wings, his form of light, shed their rich, dazzling 
lustre; to the eager, awe-struck ears of trembling 
shepherds, are proclaimed the great, glad tidings of 
a ransomed world — {St. Luke ii. 10 — 12). 

The joyful news is told, and anon thousands of 
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glorious forms^ a multitude of the heavenly host, 

appear to their now opened eyes; and through the 

air those blending melodies harmonious roll, '^ Glory 

to God in the highest ; on earth peace, good- will to 

men." The enraptured shepherds fix their ardent 

gaze on that ascending crowd of dazzling light — 

"peace" — "glory" — "highest" — "peace," until it 

has passed beyond the limit of mortal vision ; and 

yet they gaze, and still to their ravished ears 

charmed Echo brings "peace" — "highest" — "glory" 

— ^*' peace I " 

What a moment that in the history of a sinful 

world ; for in that same moment was the Saviour, 

the Redeemer, bom into it ! Have you ever, in a 

time of comparative calm, and purity, and peace, felt^ 

as if you were under the immediate influence of 

some marvellous, unseen, unknown, and mighty 

power, that drew from you a soft and happy sigh ; 

while your soul seemed entranced by unearthly 

music, and you were joyous without knowing whence 

your bliss ; when all around you glowed with 

augmented charms; whatever was purely loved 

seemed to be tenfold endeared, and your spirit 

was as if twined around some most sweet harp's 

sweetest string — ^you felt it vibrate ; you heard its 

d 
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melodious note ; it swelled, it trembled in your soul. 
You thought perhaps an angel's wing was moving 
on the air around you, for it never came whept you 
were under the influence of unholy thoughts, or 
when the fiery hand of passion was upon you, but 
only when all evil seemed to be banished from you, 
or hushed to rest within you. And was it not an 
unspeakable bliss ? Did you not say, '' that life 
could ever know such joy ! " Listen ! That angelic 
harmony, which since the mom of Christ's nativity 
hath never ceased its circling round this earth, was 
then floating past you — ^harmony that cannot be 
heard by the dull, cold ear of flesh, but that stirs 
the immortal thing within, aiid urges it to rejoice, 
with *' glory" — "peace" as it floats along on its 
ceaseless mission of gratulation and of joy to every 
human soul. should you ever again feel that 
strange, sweet influence upon you, remember well 
that it is the voice of Heavenly Love, then hovering 
round you,, inviting you to join in the celestial 
harmony, demanding the tribute of your spirit's 
praise. Remember that it is telling you of Bethle- 
hem, is directing you to the manger in the stable 
of the inn ; and then you cannot fail to give at least 
one prayer-— one little, loving prayer, and accompany 
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these shepherds that you may obtain a sight of that 
sovereign bahn for every human woe. And then, 
like them, you will not fail to break forth in 
praise, as the fire of Love flames up, and bums with 
increased brightness in your souL 

Behold these shepherds, how, filled with 
wonder and surprise, they turn upon each other 
their inquiring gaze, when Echo's last faint voice 
is dead. One bursts the silent spell ; they are in 
deep and earnest converse; their hearts are 
dancing ; their anxious, eager eyes are continually 
turning toward the east ; they long to see the 
sweet, rosy mom come bounding up to spread his 
golden hair on the rejoicing sky. This Saviour who 
has come to earth — oh ! they must see Him. Beth- 
lehem^is on every tongue. '^ Let us haste with the 
first ray of light to Bethlehem, that we may see this 

r 

Saviour, this Christ the Lord, which God has re* 
vealed to us; whose birth the angels sung with 
such transcendent joy ! " 



d2 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THB INFANT 8AVI0UIU 

In the rude stable of a common Eastern inn I 
There in a manger lies the Lord of Glory, the 
Sovereign of the Universe, the Kedeemer of Man- 
kind, the Judge of the whole earth, the Eternal 
King I Oh I Love Divine, how should the wisdom 
of this world conceive that the King of Glory 
should be in so mean a place I Yet here He lies, 
soon found by those who seek in humble faith. 
Here the young, tender Virgin Mother felt the 
paiDs that announced her approaching bliss ; here 
she gave to ruined earth its King ; and hence up- 
rose the first small, faint tones of that mighty voice, 
whose cry shall shake the world in the dark moment 
of His cruel death, and heaven, and earth, and 
hell in the dread, yet blissful hour, when He shall 
return to judge the assembled universe. 

The shepherds see Him ; they adore Him ; they 
spread abroad the news of this great and wondrous 
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birth ; they raise to heaven a rapturous song of 
praise ; and the crowd of the thronged city — of 
honoured Bethlehem — hath wonder ! Wonder ? 
Yea " It cannot be " — " poor, and in a manger " — 
" and this the Christ ? " Fatal error of the ruined 
mind of man, so cheated, misled, and self-deceived 
by outward circumstance ; as though there could 
be wealth or poverty with Him who made the 
heavens, and earth, and all that they contain. Yes, 
Bethlehem wonders ! 

The place is full of David's lineage — {St. 
Luke 11. 18) — ^brought thither by seeming accident 
— the mandate of an earthly sovereign — to shroud 
beneath advenient humility the Incarnate God I 

" In one of the palaces of Bethlehem, sur- 
rounded by the sweetest luxuries of wealth, on a 
sumptuous couch of gold and ivory, a costly bed of 
softest down, you will find one of Royal David's 
issue. The precious infant that lies on her young 
bosom is the Christ, the great King, who now ap- 
pears on earth. Angels attended • His birth ; the 
rich and noble crowd the mansion, and He is hailed 
with festival and song." Had this been revealed to 
some proud Pharisee, permitted to behold those 
heavenly forms, ah I every scion of the Royal 
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house had paid his homage to the infant Jesus. 
But shepherds — ^in a manger — at an inn I Can such 
be the advent of the promised Glory of Israel ? 
Wonder — ^wonder is all that a wretched world has 
to offer to its Redeemer; and the tide of gilded 
misery flows on, laden with a supervenient curse, 
for that the mighty Prince of Peace, though 
heralded by angels, has been received with sneer- 
ing scorn. A few poor shepherds alone do homage 
-for a world that is to be saved ; while the vast vault 
of heaven is ringing with the mighty news of this 
transcendent birth ! 

And yet it were di£Scult for human reason to 
conceive a plan more happily combined than this 
of a wise overruling Providence, to enforce con- 
viction and to ensure homage. The mighty King 
of Israel must be bom in Bethlehem ; He must 
be of the house and lineage of David. Prophecy 
hath distinctly declared this. This, therefore, aU 
believe. There is also a universal feeling that the 
time fixed for His coming has arrived, or is near 
at hand. The mandate of a heathen monarch 
brings every member of the Royal house to 
Bethlehem. And yet they hear unmoved the 
glorious news that hosts of angels have proclaimed. 
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because^ in consequence of the great crowd brought 
together, the inn was full, and this marvellous 
life has commenced in a stable, this infant So- 
vereign reposes in a manger. The presence there 
of His parents declares His Royal race ; and yet 
the angelic news inflames no heart; no crowd 
attends the humble married maid ; no voice of 
sympathy salutes the tender mother's ear. The 
Christ is in a rude manger ; and there they leave 
Him. The heartless fools disdain so poor a King. 
Instead of spreading the ^lad tidings through the 
land, telling of that heavenly messenger, of that 
angelic host, of that celestial song, they are mute ; 
they respond not to God's demand of praise ; they 
scorn their King; they disdain the Saviour of 
mankind. 

But what of this ? Thy message, thou glorious 
angel, was not to Judea alone. All were com- 
manded to rejoice : ". I bring you good tidings of 
great joy, which shall be to all people" And the 
seraphs' song was, " Peace on earth, good- will to- 
ward men. Peace ! glory ! peace ! " What matters 
the contempt of his vile kinsmen ; the Lord of 
life and glory, Christ, is bom 1 What is all the 
splendour of Imperial Rome, when put in com- 
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parison with this stable in Bethlehem? Thou art 
here, thou great Deliverer of fallen man. This has 
been selected by Infinite Wisdom, by Eternal Love 
herself, as the fitting place of thy miraculous advent. 
We can behold nothing but glory as we gaze. Thou 
hast already begun to teach. Humilitt is thy first 
lesson to the vain, boastful creatures of the earth. 
This is in the first clear line exhibited to man of 
Cove's stupendous project. But with what dignity 
that lesson is conveyed I Was ever a birth thus 
honoured? What are homes of marble, decked 
with gems, and pearls, and gold ? Do angels hover 
over them ? Is the " purple and fine linen " child of 
earth ushered in with seraphic song, that rolls 
through the wide cerulean fields of unbounded space, 
and shall be prolonged by undying echoes, till all 
the glorious hosts of heaven shall assemble, at the 
appointed terrific end of a condemned world ? Is 
his important birth thus made known ? Does some 
herald star light up the eastern skies for him, to 
lead, direct, and guide adoring Magi to his pre- 
sence ? These — ^these appertain to the Boyal Babe 
of Bethlehem alone ; for Him alone the voice of an 
angel, the angelic throng, and the seraphic choir ! 
And if He condescend to be thus bom, by whom 
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alone all existing things were created and made — 
He^ who took earth's dust> moulded it into form, 
made it sensitive, warmed it into the breathing, 
thinking human thing, imparting to it of His Spirit, 
giving it empire, making it king of all meaner life 
on earth — ^if He submit to foul contempt and scorn, 
who alone, with God, was God, or ever time was 
known, before there gleamed in that brilliant world- 
decked sky one spark of light — if He submit 
to diow that wretched, stupid pride, turning its 
back upon His lowly cradle-ignorance staring with 
its vacant eye, seeking some more odorous air for 
its feeble taper, and refusing to bestow its paltiy 
flame of homage upon Him, who is the eternal foun- 
tain of all light, it must have a meaning that the 
advancing future will reveal in sublime and glorious 
power. 

And where is he, the monster who has enslaved 
earth in that vile bondage beneath which it groans ? 
Does he behold in the coming of this despised babe 
the approach of his menaced doom ? Does he per- 
ceive in that little form the commencement of the 
inevitable end of his usurpation over the creatures 
he has ruined and debased ? Angels inquire, while, 
wondering, they praise ; and he is blind in what so 
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much concerns his fate. If the mighty secret be but 
in part and imperfectly revealed to that sinless race 
surrounding the Eternal Throne, how may he, even 
though his powers are evidently great, penetrate its 
wondrous depths, viewed, as he can only view, 
through the obscuring slime of hell ? He hears the 
hosts of Heaven announce the birth of a promised 
Saviour. But he smiles in derision even while it 
shakes his being. Has he not hitherto triumphed 
over every effort of God with man ? Does not his 
standard float proudly over the wide-spread world ? 
Has he not achieved a full and entire sway over 
the subject earth ? Are not its millions all ministers 
to his will, receiving from him their polluted im- 
pulses ? Has he not so bound their lusting souls 
in his sensual chains that they will give an un- 
bridled sway to their appetites, and grovel at his 
feet in base and filthy content ? Is not his power 
supreme within the imperial palaces of Rome ? and 
within the prostituted walls of what pretends to be 
the Temple of God ? Does he not hold Herod firm 
in his allegiance ? Does he not preside in the Jewish 
Sanhedrim, holding the specious Pharisee, the doubt- 
ing Sadducee, body and soul, in thrall ; and know 
that they will be at all times faithful to their love of 
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gold, their luxury, their pride? What should he 
fear ? The world is now reduced to his obedience ; 
and his throne is upheld by almost every human 
heart! 

Proud Prince of Evil ! He whom thou beholdest 
in this stable is He who commands eternal desti- 
nies ; who holds in His hands the sceptre of the 
universe ; whose resistless power will banish thee 
from tiie realms of light and day, hurling thee to that 
dread, dark extreme of misery, where all thy light 
wiU be in the fearful gleam of that undying flame, 
in which thou hast thy torments. These little lips, 
that press this virgin breast with human infant ap- 
petite, are those whose thrilling accents shall open 
every grave, command thy chains, and pronounce 
thy final doom. While thou art busied with thy 
dapes on thrones, thou hast not heeded this myste- 
rious birth ; and yet these feeble, nerveless fingers 
have traced Fate's words within thy festal hall ; these 
laughing eyes have shot the ray beneath which thy 
giant form shall writhe ; these little rosy feet have 
crushed thy might, have bruised thy head, and de- 
stroyed thy sting ; and in this moment ot triumph- 
ant rule, while thou dost cheat and fetter all the 
earth, this little arm hath forged the eternal chain. 
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whose adamantine links will curb thy power, and 
make thy tortures endless writhings vain ! 

Thy myrmidons may wage fierce war, but their 
efforts wiU be bootless; their rage is impotent. 
Ignorant of the heavenly plan, what seems to thee 
success, may overthrow thee ; and thy fancied 
victory, thy greatest triumph, may be that which 
works thy endless ruin. Thou hast an enemy whose 
name, Jesus, shall live in everlasting fame — Jesus, 
so named before the principle of life was in the 
womb of His sweet Virgin Mother, where it should 
take human flesh, a form to be adored, a form to 
grieve — {St. Matt. xxiv. 30). 

Jesus I O blessed Jesus I what countless hearts 
shall bound with rapture at thy name, so all-exceed* 
ing thy great power to bless I While now I look on 
thy sweet infant face, my spirit mounts on wings of 
praise ; for thou art the human form of Divine Love, 
and all her beauties show themselves in thee. Love's 
concentrated glories rest upon thee ; infinitude lies 
compressed within thee. That delicious harmony is 
still within mine ears, " good tidings to all people, 
joyl" And now the aged Simeon, who had re- 
ceived the promise that his eyes should behold thee 
upon earth, takes within the Temple upon his aged 
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liands thy infant form, and, taught by the Eternal 
Spirit^ lifts his voice in praise — (St. Luke ii. 29 — 32). 
Not more surely doth full joyous Mom crowd 
at the heels of that faint, trembling ray that first 
mounts the eastern horizon, to tell affiighted Night 
her reign is past, and bid her flee the presence of 
the sun, than do these prophetic gleams of rapture 
foretell the approaching end of Gentile curse and 
• woe. To the race of David who have spumed the 

« 

message, He comes a King ; for earth He comes both 
King and God. All the title of David's house to 
sovereignty and fame now centres in Him. For 
this the Koman Emperor commanded the enrolment 
that brought them all to Bethlehem, made a stable 
His palace, and placed in a manger the pillow for 
His Koyal head. The throne of Judah has now 
merged in the empire of the world I The promise 
is ftilfilled. The rebellious line drops into the huge 
gulf of earth, and takes its place with the other 
tribes of Israel, and with every heathen land. None 
will consent to pay homage to him, yet all are present, 
all are in attendance at His wondrous birth. The 
Emperor who issues the order, the house of David 
who obey, are all unconscious agents in the hands of 
the Almighty. As His predicted sway is to be 
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eternal, the voice of that angel cried, in his message 
to the astonished shepherds, '^ Ye furnish kings no 
more/' He doth not come with any earthlj pomp 
or state, for his Virgin Mother is lying on a bed of 
straw ; but sweet anthems are rolling through the 
wide expanse of Heaven ; the seat of His empire is 
beyond the skies, and from thence he will exercise 
his undisputed rule, from thence will his fierce 
lightnings play upon the rebel hosts, until his 
power shall be acknowledged through all the wide- 
extended earth, and every throne be held as tribu- 
tary to Him. Emperors and kings shall do him 
homage for their crowns, endeavour to propitiate 
his smiles, and deprecate an anger which all shall 
acknowledge must prove/atal to their sway. 

And yet, while His sovereign will is thus working 
his eternal purpose in every reabn of earth, the 
meanest suppliant that appeals to his wondrous 
love is sure to obtain the precious boon he seeks. 
He who brings his heart-felt misery, his helpless- 
ness, his desires, in real humility, to His feet, secures 
a regal robe, and is certain of a heavenly prize. He 
who brings the sacred sighs and groans of a contrite 
heart, and the meek prayers of humble, yet trusting 
faith, obtains that he may share with Him that 
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lustrous throne to which He hath been exalted^ and 
feels that he has had given to him a claim and title 
to its matchless glories — glories, the effiilgence of 
^Eternal Love, and that must be eternal in him whom 
SHE receives to her embrace. Thy name, Love, 
bright Love, was first upon my page ; and endless 
echoes shall prolong the tribute to thy praise I 
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CHAPTER V. 

THK VISIT OF THK HAOI TO JEaUSALEM AKD TO 
BETHLEHKM. 

In that far East, where the turbid stream of the so- 
called sacred river is foully stained by blood from 
out the veins of useless age ; when Avarice, nerving 
the hand of a beastly superstition, conveys the vener- 
able parent to the brink of those polluted watery 
fills the mouth with clay, and leaves a voiceless 
victim to the scaly monsters that Uve among its 
loathsome slime — ^but how the soul shrinka at the 
remembrance of those heavy fetters with which sin 
has from time to time loaded humanity, under the 
lying name of worship ! Behold it on that river's 
bank, either yielding the best and holiest human 
affections and sympathies to the dark lies of a vile 
" ' ' overing the repulsive deed, the dazing 

e sacred name of Love, with its dark 
Love always imparts some a£ her 

■est beauty to the lumoared beads oi 
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parents ; she surrounds them with a sacred halo, 
that veils their faults and weaknesses from filial 
^ew; she counsels the proud young heart to sub- 
mission ; she teaches it to bend and stoop beneath 
the waves of anger ; and even when suffering, to 
hide the pamful stings of a sharp injustice. And 
when the heart allows itself to be thus taught by 
Xiove, there lives a potent spell in the name of 
parent, for cakning the human breast, and subduing 
the fiercest passions. How often, alas I is a spoiled 
child, unwittingly, and even in the very wantonness 
of love, impelled to what looks like a calculated re- 
bellion, while the youthful heart, beguiled by some 
dream of fancy, was only over-confident in that 
affection which had ever indulged it, and thinking to 

prove anew its fathomless depths ! And should it 
thus, alas ! as doth sometimes appear, have over- 
stepped the farthest limit of that indulgence — 
passed completely through Love's treasury, and 
opened the dark door where passions of which it 
never yet had beheld a sign were slumbering, and 
whose awakening would efface Love's sweetest 
features, and conceal her every trait — should it have 
thus overstepped, nor left to itself, though all in 

innocence, a power to recede, will that pure flame of 

e 
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filial love in the young hearty therefore, die and 
perish? No; through years, long years of cruel, 
cold neglect, and worse than neglect, it will bum 
brightly, and mount and play around the name so 
ardently beloved ; nor will it, even till life's latest 
hour, cease to expect a blessing. The heart will stifle 
and subdue within itself even its most just desires, 
rather than, in seeking to obtain their object, feed 
the deprecated, stem, unpitying, unrelenting anger 
— still waiting, still hoping, that before the grim 
enemy of life shall have dealt his sure and inevi- 
table blow, love, so long repressed, so seemingly 
annihilated, will resume its empire in the heart, 
and filial duty, far from having pined in vain, wiU 
receive a rich reward of its imperishable devotion. 
In that far East, where thus man s foul belief, or 
daring greed, breaks the most sacred glass of life, 
and spills its most precious sands, a new and lus- 
trous star appears in the heavens — {St. Matt. ii. 2) — 
warning the sage, and portending some great event. 
Love, who is now preparing the joy of heathen 
nations — Love, who has sent this messenger, ex- 
pounds the mystery and reveals her will. She 
announces that she has bestowed a King on that 
distant land of Judea, who awaits the ofierings of 
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the Indian Magi as tokens of their homage ; and 
that this star, which has thus brought to them the 
tidings of His birth, wiU lead and direct them to 
where He may be found. 

How deep with meaning is every impress of the 
foot of Love in that mysterious path, when thought, 
controlled to humble adoration, strives to discover 
the veiled yet shadowed full intent of the Eternal 
Mind. Christ does not appertain to Judea alone ; 
He is a gift to the whole world. His empire is 
not a limited. His throne is not a local one. But 
He is in the line of the Koyal House of Judah ; He 
is the promised Conqueror that should spring from 
honoured David. The mandate of a heathen mon- 
arch summonses the royal family to attend His birth. 
He comes; His birth. His signs. His attributes. His 
names are proclaimed with heavenly pomp by 
glorious beings from the celestial world. They have 
no search to institute, for He is among them, David's 
God and David's heir, in David's royal city. None 
throughout the land of Judea ought so to exceed in 
rapturous welcome ; for they are the special Une of 
Abraham's seed, and in it this glorious Saviour 
comes to supply the extreme need of the House of 

Judah. 

e 2 
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Beyond Judea^ in a land enveloped in the dark- 
ness of heathen idolatry^ Love exhibits the star of 
this new-bom Monarch, announces His birth, and 
demands the heathen homage. The Holy Spirit 
pierces the pitchy darkness of heathen night with 
one of His iUuminating rays. A wide and difficult 
country lies between that far spot and the infant 
King ; lofty mountains and trackless plains, rivers 
and forests, must be passed and traversed before the 
pagan can reach that distant Judea. The journey 
involves months of toil and danger; but he doubts 
not — he resolves — he executes. While Judah 
hears regardless within the walls of Bethlehem 
where He is born, the far-removed heathen welcome 
the inviting voice of Divine Love, prostrate their 
hearts in adoration, and give their wills to obedi- 
ence. Does not this shadow forth the great fact 
which our eyes behold, that while mighty Gentile 
nations bow before His sceptre, and milUons are 
thronging the gates of Zion to obtain His blessing, 
Judah, inflexible in its unbelieving pride, furnishes 
but few tongues to sing His praise ? 

Eivers, mountains, and dense forests are left 
behind. The plains and lovely vales of Persia 
are before them, and now the guiding star lends 
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them no longer its deep^ mysterious presence. Why- 
is it thus withdrawn ? Why doth it cease to shed 
its sweet radiance on their lonely night? Their 
perils are past, the route is clear before them, 
nothing impedes their progress to Judea, and it is 
no longer necessary to them. What, also, if it be 
to try their new-bom faith that Love's bright mes- 

a 

senger deserts them ? for those whom she beautifies 
with her glory must learn to walk by faith as well 
as sight ; and to feel that she is ever with them, 
though no token of her presence may be seen by 
the material eye. 

The way-worn travellers are in Jerusalem. 
''Where is the new-bom King?'' What though 
their inquiries prove fruitless, persistent faith makes 
the city resound with their demand, "We come to 
worship ; we have seen His star in the East — (St. 
Matt iL 2) — ^we heard its voice bidding us to seek 
and to adore Him ; we bring Him a tribute from 
the golden and spicy realms of distant India ; pro- 
duce the Koyal Babe — show us this Bang of Israel." 

Their increasing clamour penetrates the palace ; 
and Idumean Herod is trembling in his marble 
halls. The tyrant recalls the words of prophecy — 
and fears I That wealthy India sends not tribute to 
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him; and yet these Magi make their way from those 
far realms, to bring their gifts and offerings to this 
new-bom babe. Is, then, his throne, in erecting 
and supporting which he has shed so much human 
blood, tottering before some infant, who even now 
cannot be discovered ? Are his pomp and luxury, 
his lust and power, threatened with destruction? 
Bather perish all Judea ! 

Not with greater haste did the King of Babylon 
send for Chaldea's sages to his banquet hall, when 
those flaming fingers of some dreadAil concealed 
form traced those unknown words, in light that 
seared the despot's brain, subdued his strength, 
withered all his sinews, scorched his shrinking 
nerves, and filled his every thought with dread, than 
did Herod summon his council to inform him where 
men might look for the great promised heir to 
David's throne. The answer was inmiediate, for 
there could exist no doubt in mind of scribe or 
priest. The letters were blazing on the sacred page, 
''And thou Bethlehem, in the land of Juda, art 
not the least among the princes of Juda : for out of 
thee shall come a Governor, that shall rule my 
people Israel " — {St Matt ii. 3 — 6). 

All Jerusalem shares in Herod's trouble — 
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{St Matt ii. 3). Jerusalem is troubled! even as 
Bethlehem wondered ! and that is all. Her long-pro- 
mised Eling is proclaimed within her walls^ and she 
is troubled! The haughty priests and scribes feel 
outraged that ^His star should have appeared in 
eastern skies. Why should these pagan Magi re- 
ceive a summons to their royal feast ? No ; when 
that great Conqueror comes^ He comes for them 
alone. It will be for them^ and only for them to 
crowd resplendent round His royal person. The 
wretched heathen shall fall prostrate in the dust, 
as the haughty Pharisees sweep by in sumptuous 
state ! Pride places her scornful hand upon the 
public trouble and smothers it ; so that no living 
soul departs to search whether Christ be indeed 
reaUy bom ! 

But the black heart of Herod broods over the 
Magi's tale, examines, considers well the prophetic 
words, and forms its dark resolves. He sends in 
secret to these men ; he gives them a private audi- 
ence. He Ustens with marked attention to their 
repeated news, and puts on the semblance of belief 
and joy. But that the duties of his state prevent 
him, he would go with them and assist them in their 
search. " Go — chaste to Bethlehem : if the promised 
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King be bom, he is there ; bring me immediate 
tidings of your success. I, too, would worship ; I, 
too, would pay him homage. Haste — ^make no 
delay "—{St. Matt. ii. 7, 8). 

He has learned when that star first appeared; 
he has listened to sweet Love's mysterious message. 
'^ Should this be the Messiah ? " What depth more 
deep than the dark abyss of the human heart under 
the full dominion of triumphaiit sin I What mon- 
sters sleep within ite gloomy caverns, ready to start 
forth and show their hideous bulk, when some 
strong temptation fans the fire of brutal guilt. But 
of all the monsters that did ever thus emeige, did 
ever thus display their frightful form and suggest 
and urge to damning sin, never waa there one that 
doth so blast the sight — so thrill the soul with 
horror — so cause it to shrink with loathing agony — 
as this which is now lying on Herod's guilty heart 
— ^this that he is fondling, caressing, regarding with 
eyes of passion, and loading with his praise. He is 
not under the delusion of furious anger ; but with 
cold, deliberate iniquity he directs his blasphemous 
insulting gaze toward heaven, and scowls at the 
Most High with a challenge of defiant scorn. What 
though long centuries have prepared His glorious 
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advent — ^though prophets have blazoned His vic- 
torious name — though the Deity may himself be 
present in his form ? ''He — ^is — a — child." Th^e 
little words, that thus break singly forth from his 
guilt's deep musing, are words of dread import, that 
have been whispered in his willing ear by that shape 
of terror — ^words that his condemned spirit will be 
doomed to shriek through endless night. For the 
ghastly consequence is present with his soul ; he has 
not repelled it ; that fair pretence to the Magi is a 
portion of the act; let them discover this Christ, and 
his small life parts through some gaping wound — 
he dies I There is no purposed guilt recorded on 
the sacred page that conceals such fearful depths of 
gloom as this. To the gaze of his sin-possessed 
soul, his guilty fingers are reeking with that infant's 
blood — the Messiah, the Christ of God, lies expiring 
at his feet I 



62 THB OOUBSI OP 



CHAPTER VT. 



paith's reward. 



How soothing for the eye to turn from that 
dread lava-sea that heaves and swells within the 
crater of Vesuvius — that pool of the hot, fiery, 
mighty blood that boils through all its arteries and 
veins — and roam over that lovely bay of Naples, 
that lies so tranquil in its sweet blue calm ; over those 
vine-clad hills, and gaze on that pure bright ceru- 
lean sky I So is it also for the soul to hasten from 
that fiendish heart, and join those Magi, who, with 
humble faith, are journeying on toward Bethlehem ; 
for, oh I it suffers when thus compelled to tread 
among the red-hot scoriae of passions with which 
demons play, tossing them in and out of hell's 
fierce fires with satanic glee, as they mock at man 
and his eternal loss ; it joys when it can press once 
more the verdant flowery mead where faith, and 
love, and heavenly virtues pursue their holy, peace- 
ful course. 
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They have left the city— (/8^«. Matt. ii. 9)— that 
received their summons to seek its Saviour ; that 
scene of cruelty, avarice, pride, unbelief, that shrinks 
from truth — ^the city that has been a little startled 
at hearing his name from the lips of such strangers ; 
startled but for a moment, to lie down again in the 
aU-debasing sink of its foul corruptions — ^the city 
where their errand dropped a poison into Herod's 
ear, and filled his guilty mind with most envenomed 
thought. It seems strange to them that they should 
thus have found their way from lands so remote, to 
worship One who is unknown within his own realms. 
But they feel no doubt ; Love's light has fallen richly 
on them, and their desires become more and more 
ardent to hail this Prince thus slighted and con- 
temned by his subjects. They did but tarry until 
the hot hours that wait on noon were spent. 
Unmoved by scorn — ^for they have met with scorn — 
they seek the King. And thus it will ever be when 
Love's voice is heard by the listening heart; the 
holy purpose she inspires cannot be torn from out 
the bosom; it is firmly held; it is securely kept; 
and all the sneers of doubt are impotent and vain, 
while Love is there to solve them in the heart. 

The Day is now far spent ; other realms begin to 
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watch expectantly his presence in their heavens — 
for Light to spring, with his roseate, golden feet, upon 
their sky, and chase the gloomy shades over their 
farthest horizon's bounds ; expelled, till Night shall 
again recall her misty sylphs, and hold her court 
beneath the star-gemmed canopy. They have no 
twilight ; as the sun retires. Night crowds her 
shadows in ; but they have been so deep in con- 
verse they scarcely noted the hastening change, tiU 
now that her dark hands shake the last few golden 
grains from out his glass, and Day is no more. 
They turn their gaze — ^but, oh 1 what words can ex- 
press their rapture, their surprise, their gratitude, 
their joy ; there are emotions words can never tell, 
and such are theirs as they behold that sweet, 
bright star — {St Matt. ii. 9) — ^now blazing over 
them, Ughting and leading them, as it had done 
over India's mountains. It hath increased in lustre 
— ^it shines more sweetly than ever on their hearts. 
They acknowledge in this the hand of God, and 
bow in adoration — not to the star, but to Him who 
hath sent it for their aid. Where now is Herod ? 
Where that learned Sanhedrim ? Where all those 
lordly priests and scribes ; that startled, scorning, 
heedless city ? No matter. The star was not sent 
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for them. For this it disappeared. The evidence 
of the Bethlehem shepherds — ^the revelations made 
by the Magi — ought to have sufficed for them. But 
it would now have been theirs had they desired to 
kneel and pay their homage to their promised 
King; for then they would have accompanied 
these men, these Gentiles, who bring to Him their 
costly presents. God gives everything to faith and 
humble duty. But pride and unbelief, and that 
rebeUious guilt wHch saw the glorious infant 
bleeding at its feet to sate its horrid ravening — 
these can have no share with humble faith, and 
with hearts that, adoring, love. For you, ye sons 
of Ind, that star is shining now, as for you it shone 
beyond the distant Ganges ; for you who, hearing 
Love's sweet words, listened, felt her power, knelt 
before her, and offered yourselves to do her bidding ; 
yes, for you, and for the faithful until the very end 
of time, who shall find on the sacred page the 
record of your deeds. For when in your strong 
belief ye passed the Indus on your holy errand, ye 
trod the path of worid-enduring fame. Wherever 
the sweet name of Jesus shall be heard, there will 
the star of Bethlehem shed its radiance ; and its 
glorious light will ever exhibit you as the represen- 
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tatives of heathen lands ; the small beginning of that 
multitude of countless millions^ whose souls shall be 

redeemed by His precious blood. Through you it 
speaks to all the Gentile world, and tells that the 
glorious stendaxd of Zion now floate aloft for all 
Your faith was tried in that condemned Jerusalem, 
because they alone shall conquer who can endure 
trial. For this, too, when Persia's plains lay spread 
before your eyes that celestial messenger withdrew. 
It was the fixed purpose of the Eternal Mind 
that ye should summon Judah. Heathen, the con- 
temned and the despised, demanding Israel's King ; 
revealing how His star had shone on the lofty 
Himalayas' highest peak, and, traversing from 
thence those eastern skies, had guided you into 
Judea, there to seek Him and present your gifts — 
might well have stirred the city's vilest scum to 
seek Him too, in this the acknowledged fulness 
of prophetic time. And conscience, though re- 
pressed, must have raised her voice within them, 
reproaching them that Gentiles should be first to 
seek their King. And yet the summons was fruit- 
less, except to rouse the foulest reptile that ever 
drew its slimy length through any human heart. 
Ye go your way — ^ye resume your search; the 
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messenger returns; again his bright beams play 
around your heads. God adopts the Gentiles, 
forsaking Judah who forsakes her King. That 
returning star proclaims your sure adoption ; and 
in yours that of all the Gentile woYld. All are 
saved who seek I And see, it guides you now to 
Bethlehem. Have they not pronounced their 
condemnation with their own vile lips ? So plain 
the prophecy, they could instruct you where this 
King must be. It is in their will alone that they 
are blind. Pride, avarice, luxury, interpose their 
truth-concealing filthiness, and so they perish. But 
well may your hearts rejoice — {St. Matt. ii. 10) — 
well may they, joyous, joy ! It is a joy that speaks 
of ages and of miUions ; a joy that, gushing from 
your full hearts, shall bound from land to land, 
until its voice be heard through all the regions 
of the earth. Oh, ye indeed are blessed, and the 
bliss you feel ought to warm all who gaze upon 
you, for the deep, sweet, holy charm of Love is in 
you, in your strong faith, in that bright star, in 
your rich presents, in your wisdom, in your rank, 
and in the thought of those far-distant realms 
from which so trustingly ye have come. Our 
hearts linger with you — ^they find it hard to leave 
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you^ and the more we gaze upon you the dearer 
ye become ; for ye are full of meaning, ye are 
indeed a very crowd of symbol, and great, great 
sounds are those that issue from your joyous 
throats. David's line rejects its promised glorious 
Head, but some poor shepherds worship ! Judah 
scorns, but some poor widow and some aged saint 
find powerful voice with which to praise their 
Saviour I Does not this point to a small and 
humble remnant saved from woe 1 But ye are 
Magi — ^princes of the East ; your sweet spices and 
your precious gold form a rich and fragrant tribute. 
In you, then, we behold that great afflux of the 
Gentile world, that presents its wealth, its 
wisdom, its long lines of kings, at the feet of 
the Saviour of mankind, confessing that firom^ 
Him they hold their sceptres and their crowns. 
That star, now motionless above that humble 
dwelling, shows the Sovereign's presence there — 
{St. Matt. ii. 10). Oh, Love leads to Christ, 
and when the soul has found Him, there the 
glory dwells. The solemn, humble joy that now 
swells within your breasts is in itself a rich 
reward. We can behold you now, prostrate 
before that infant, with His divinely radiant 
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brow, which has decked itself with glory for a 
faith like yours, that brings to His little feet the 
submission, the wealth, the power of the Gentile 
world. Your gold, your fragrant treasures, crowd 
the wealthy floor. It is not a poor offering, 
however small to One who made the earth that 
sends by you its tribute to its Creator, its 
Redeemer, its Eternal King; and ye have 
brought what is far more precious in His sight 
— your hearts — an unimaginable wealth, richer 
than realms of odours and mountains of gold. 
Thought cannot estimate it! Let it erect its 
pjrramid, rivalling that of Egypt in its bulk 
and height, where every hidden block shall be 
a precious stone, and every visible one a gem, 
bright as any that adorns a monarch's crown, 
but each, all, enormous as the ponderous masses 
now up-piled to hide the mummied bones of 
Cheops ; and what then ? Why, even as is the 
smallest drop of morning dew in comparison with 
some rich fountain's never-failing stream, so .would 
be that gigantic embellished structure, when 
compared with one adoring heart that Love 
illumines, on which she bestows her wealth, her 
beauty, her adornment, that supernal splendour 
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which can proceed from her alone. Fill, fill your 

eyes and hearts with those infant charms. This 

little babe, now pressed to that young mother's 

bosom, is the Eternal Lord of all those bright 

realms of boundless space ; and to man — oh, how 

much more precious ! — the exhaustless fount whence 

Love and Mercy flow, through which alone the bliss 

of heaven can ever be attained. Treasure up His 

little smiles, not one of them is worthless ; they 
are redemption from undying pain, your passport 

to His glorious realms of light, where you wiU 

bask for ever in the glory of His presence. Aye, 

kiss, kiss with reverence those rosy feet. When 

next ye see them, their devouring flame shaQ^fire 

a guilty world ; while ye, among the firstlings of 

His flock, rich in imparted glory, shall be safe at 

His right hand, for, like Abraham of old, ye have 

come obedient at the call of Love ; your faith hath 

been like his, and countless as the sands of wide- 
spread ocean shall be the abundant Gentile seed 
of that faith ye have thus displayed. 

Your mission is accomplished. Ye have fulfilled 
unconsciously what Heaven's eternal mind decreed. 
Ye have performed your duty with zealous, loving 
faith, and Love hath paid your eternal ransom for 
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you. The treasures ye carry back are beyond com- 
pute. Love's harvest is so luxuriant — ^her rich fruit 
is of such rapid growth, that the wealth ye now 
possess is as worlds to one small pebble, when 
compared with that your duteous hands have placed 
at His beloved feet. And so all shall find till earthly 
time's last hour, when such a mighty God, so great 
a King, deigns to receive the ofiered tribute of a 
humble heart. Man cannot possess any merit in 
himself; the magnificence of God supplies that in 
which he is deficient, and then loads him with 
recompense because he has it. God is not little 
because man is mean, but lifts man up to Himself, 
decks, gilds, ennobles him; invests him with His 
own transcendent brightness; makes him a son — a 
prince ; proclaims him heir of glory. But he must 
produce Love's talisman, or he can never reach to 
those eternal joys. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



Bethlehem's fals^ jot. 



The star has disappeared, and ye may go. The 
watchful eye of Love is over you ; your safety will 
be cared for, as that eye never yet was closed in 
sleep since its brilliance, traversing eternal space, 
thronged its dark bosom with glorious orbs of light, 

and made the desolate inunense burst forth in joy, 
and sing ! 

Their hearts are dancing Uke some rippUng 
summer sea, that lifts its little heads in seeming 
joy, and laughs in the gay sunshine. Oh, never until 
now have these grave, wise men, known the dia- 
mond jet of the soul's rich fountain lighted up by 
Love, whose pure and sparkling radiance fills them 
with its glory. A long, long life were well bestowed 
to gain one moment of this heavenly joy. Again 
they prostrate themselves before that little child, 
whose mighty power they feel. They will part at 
early dawn, they will give the glad tidings to Herod 
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— ^to Jerusalem — to all Judea, that Christ is bom ; 
they will conduct the King to Bethlehem — show 
him this infant Sovereign — this babe whose smile 
can make hearts bound; and souls laugh and shout 
with pure and holy rapture ! But this is not the 
will of God. Unbelief hath had its summons, and 
refused obedience — {St. Matt ii. 12). They obey* 
Instead of returning to Jerusalem, they take their 
way in silence to their own land ; while Joseph, 
receiving instructions from Heaven, departs imme- 
diately in haste for Egypt with the child and its 
mother, there to remain until God shall order his 
return to Nazareth — {St. Matt. ii. 13, 15). In 
obedience to the angel, they quietly leave Beth- 
lehem beneath the friendly concealing shades of 
night, none knowing whither they have gone. 
There is nothing that causes more wonder and 
surprise to the reflecting mind than the fact of the 
compound issues that proceed from the actions of 
men. There seem to be few, if any, actions, how- 
ever insignificant, liaving but one single issue. One 
action will supply some link in many difierent 
chains. The feeble eye, or inattentive and impatient 
mind of man, may fail to trace on all occasions the 
consequence from tb^ act — or to give the deed its 
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proper position in that intricate maze of circom- 
stance^ amid which the coming events so long tread 
in certain, however seemingly capricious measure, 
their solemn mystic dance. But the sun does not 
the less shine where only the blind are present, 
because not one of those sealed-up eyes hath caught 
a single ray of his light. The rich and fragrant 
store brought by those Orientals to the Babe of 
Bethlehem has provided for His safety, and for the 
support of the family in Egypt By their inquiries 
made in Jerusalem they have evoked the danger 
that threatens the infant Saviour; but they bring 
with them what will suffice for the removal of the 
precious object of the royal hate beyond its reach. 
This wondrous visit of the Magi is an act so rich in 
type and consequence, so stardingly abounding with 
incident — it exposes so many tempting paths that 
invite our feet to tread them, diverging from it on 
every side — that we can but stand amazed, transfixed 
with admiration of that unseen power, which impels, 
or controls, or governs, the thoughts, the purposes, 
the actions, the bodies, the hearts, and the minds of 
human beings. Let us endeavour similarly to scan 
the events around us, or in which we are imme- 
diately concerned. We shall find those linked mys- 
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teries in all of them; and it is utterly impossible 
that man can thus try his own actions and the 
actions of others, without arriving at the feeling as 
well as the conviction that God is ever present with 
His creatures, in overruling, sovereign power. 

It is not far to Egypt. The appointed refuge is 
soon reached^ and there they may remain in calm, 
obscure security. The blessed Saviour, of the seed 
of Abraham, in the line of David, according to the 
flesh, receives refuge aud support from heathen 
lands. It is by God's direct appointment that the 
wise men minister, and that the parents flee into 
Egypt. As regards Bethlehem, so little eflect have 
the " glad tidings " produced, that, as they remained 
imhonoured, so they depart unheeded. Unknown 
and unheeded, though God sent that message by 
an angel and that glorious choir of seraphs I But 
retribution ever follows the neglect of mercies ; 
God visits with His displeasure when they are 
despised and scorned or disregarded. The words 
and thoughts of men may often be, and are, in- 
significant and inoperative ; but every word of God 
is joy or pain — for not one can be fruitless. His 
exalted dignity will not brook indiflerence. Doth 
man refuse to avail himself of the offered bliss, and 
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allow it to pass uncaught and uncared for ? it will 
revisit as a curse not to be avoided ; for vengeance 
lights where the blessing has been spumed. Since 
the Great Author of all things mil condescend to 
stoop to fallen man, man must receive the honour 
with obedience and respect, or bear his great forfeit ; 
he is not permitted to evade an honour God designs 
to bestow, or leave undone a service He confides. 
If he dare attempt to do so, the penalty, poised on 
its wings of might, will be ever hovering near, 
waiting to make its certain swoop ; till, in some 
moment when peace most smiles and confidence most 
caresses his heart, its bloody talons will tear this 
in pieces, its beak will end his joy. As the most 
furious hurricane waits so often on the deepest calm, 
so, when he is least fearing a stroke, the ofiender 
finds himself struck bleeding down. 

Peace now sweetly reigns in Bethlehem. Joy 
in all her pastures, calls responsive to Plenty in 
her vineyards and her fields. Pleasure, full of life, 
waves over all her fairy wand. The gathering of 
the '^ house and lineage of David " brought abun- 
dance. Wealth came from all Jewry to pay her 
court ; and never had the City of David held greater 
fiqplendour than that which now shone within her. 
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little did her people deem that at the unknown 
instigation of Heaven the Koman Emperor issued 
Iiis command; that all this affluence within their 
borders was owing to the Prince of Peace. It was 
on Him that all His wealthy kindred were in attend- 
ance^ although they scorned and contemned Him 
and despised His mean estate ; rejecting that great 
jewel of their house to whom alone it owed its 
regal claims. They had no time to give a thought 
to their King, amid the great harvest of their 
crowding kinsmen. All were intent on thrusting 
their sickle among the heavy grain, that they might 
reap their sheaf; a rich and golden stream was 
flowing through their town, each dipped his pitcher 
there, and all found the blessing they desired. And 
now, smiling as Egypt when the fat flood of the 
overflowing Nile hath brought abundant vegetable 
strength to her sandy plains, clothed them with 
verdant beauty, assured the food of the nation and 
the gain of the Fellah, Bethlehem reposes after her 
pleasing labour, enjoying her quietude and count- 
ing her delicious spoils ; with added zest, too, that 
though the full stream has passed, the bed is not 
yet dry. Many a bride, whose first-fruit was nearly 
ripe within her sweUing womb, having thus been 
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brought to Bethlehem^ would not leave until her 
child should be bom. It might be a man-child, and 
the eiq>ected glorious King! Ambition had been 
for some time busy in the royal house, whispering 
to each proud maiden '' should the seed be thine ? " 
and this bright hope gathered fresh beauties round 
her blushing head on her bridal day. There had 
been of late a general expectation that the time was 
nigh at hand. The monition of some inward voice 
was heard among the heart's vain idols. Impelled 
to David's City by the imperial mandate, there was 
one general thought among the laden brides. 
There all would give their issue to the world ; and 
each would be the mother of the Royal Babe. 
And as day by day new infants sought the light, 
eveiy house was soon cheered by little voices ; the 
piping music spread through all the region ; every 
dwelling had its own especial organ ; and Beth- 
lehem stood at this period pre-eminent in births. 

The Infant Monarch, to whom no one offered 
homage save the shepherds and the Magi, was thus 
the centre of a baby court. A tributary stream 
flowed in from all Judea to augment its numbers 
and its brilliancy. The only innocence the world 
possessed sent its contingent to the illustrious 
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birth — ^little courtiers to attend their Sovereign's 
advent. 

When with humble faith the mind endeavours 
to trace the footsteps of God, what glories throng 
the path, what wonders shine before it ! Their light 
may not be discovered by hasty glances through the 
dust of Ignorance. But is it not always thus ? He 
who goes heedless on his way, nor stooping, nor 
stopping to commune with Nature, forfeits the 
sweetest charms of this material world, that so oft 
lie hidden within some small leaf or flower. He 
throws his glance around — he finds all grand and 
beautiful, perhaps, but he knows little of the 
marvels that abound in all he sees. Love will only 
reveal her secrets to Love; and he who would 
discover many of them must abound in love 
for her. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

GUILT — TROUBLE — AND WOE. 

While Bethlehem is thus ringing with infant voices 
and the gushing melodies of youthful mothers, until 
the charmed air becomes resonant with delight, and 
the tongue of Echo is continually repeating some 
laughing kiss, Herod is impatiently inquiring 
" Where are those Magi ? " for the desires of foul 
meditated crime are always keen and ardent. 
"Bethlehem is near; I ordered their immediate 
return, but they come not; why stay they at 
Bethlehem ? " He sends a messenger, who reports 
that they did arrive there, but did not remain. 
The royal tiger foams. How dare they sport with 
him — ^with Herod? He commands an immediate 
pursuit : " Follow the caitiffs — arrest them — and 
bring them here before me." Why should they thus 
evade him ? Had their skill enabled them to read 
that meditated purpose in the black secret recesses 
of his heart ? Men assert that in the far East they 
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do possess powers that have been lost among the 
Jews. The pursuit was too late ; the Magi have 
crossed the frontier. Rage such as that in Herod 
merits well the name ; nothing can appease it ; it 
must find something on which it may hurl its fury. 

« 

It is well for you, ye men of Ind, that ye are now 
beyond his reach ; and yet he could not harm one 
single hair while Love's protecting hand is over 
you. Why should they thus have cheated him? 
Did they find that infant ? Is there, then, another ? 
Is he, then, king no more ? Fresh messengers are 
despatched : " Discover whom those Easterns saw 
in Bethlehem ; track their every footstep ; did they 
make any offerings to any child in Bethlehem, and 
salute him as a king ? If so, find out that child ; 
bring him here ; I must behold him. Demand if 
there has been a pretence of any remarkable birth ; 
or if the tongue of rumour has been busy about any 
royal child." . . . 

No peace now for Herod. This phantom of an 
infant is no longer the little thing that smiled, 
that looked him in the face and vainly smiled, as 
guilt, unswerving in its resolve, was preparing to 
drain the blood from out its tiny veins. It has 
expanded — has become a dread colossal spectre — a 
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huge shape that will not quit him — ^that is ever at 
his side — glides before him into his throne, and 
takes his royal seat ; thrusting in his face a mon- 
strous mirror^ where he is forced to view, not only 
every bloody deed by which he has obtained and 
supported his power and gratified his lusts, but 
also every one of his soul's most foul and secret, 
dark and dreadful thoughts, that there assumes its 
shape in action. There they pass, a livid, ghastly, 
hideous, shrieking stream of horrors, wounding his 
shrinking ears and filling his distended eyes with 
blood. When first he heard the startling accoimt 
of the newly-arrived Magi, a strange fear took 
possession of him, and his spirit quailed within 
him. But vengeance seized and grappled with the 
terror. That monster reptile in his heart spoke out. 
Thenceforth the babe was dead — dead in his secret 
thought, and soon as found, should there indeed be 
such a babe, dead in reality. But now, cheated, 
betrayed, deluded, mocked (for whenever a tyrant is 
checked or impeded in the execution of his plans 
he calls it betrayal, even though his claim on him 
whose action galls him may be most absurd), now 
that his dread name has failed in securing for him 
a prompt obedience, he lives in horrid bondage and 
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in thrall, to what he before ruled and commanded. 
Then he could call up the fancied image of tha€ 
babe for slaughter — now, he is no longer the master 
of his inmost thoughts; that giant shape is there 
unbidden and usurps it ; he is fast held within the 
adamantine^ grasp of its strong nerves ; his heart 
writhes in its tortures as it vainly strives to free 
itself from that smothering clutch ; while still it 
grow8-it towers-it expands-it becomes huge aa 
Mount Tabor, high as Hermon's hill. And yet 
withal he hears incessantly that cherished reptile's 
voice : " Blood 1 blood ! Nothing but blood can rid 
you of that torture ! Blood ! It must be drowned in 
blood ! Blood alone can kill such a phantom I The 
only remedy is blood — blood I " 

And thus it is that tyrants so frequently over 
pass all imaginable bounds in their deeds of horror. 
When our mind contemplates the fearful progeny, 
consecutive on the inciting cause of which they are 
bom, it fails to comprehend the ethic sequence ; 
and shrinks wondering and astonished at the dispro- 
portionate results. But it is not the actual that the 
tyrant castigates ; it is an ideal, a dread ideal, that 
has grown within his mind, as oak trees grow from 
acorns. What we perceive is the seed — we do not 
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behold the enormous produce ; while his actions are 
impelled and governed by the latter, which may be 
fiUing and usurping his very largest thoughl^may 
be maddening his foul will, until he becomes infu- 
riate ; and to free himself from that huge shadow, 
deals ten thousand blows around him, and seems to 
find rapture where meaner mortals shrink, sickening 
and loathing, from the sight. But he only seems to 
find rapture ; he is himself the writhing victim of 
horrors, whose unmitigated power impregnates every 
moment with a curse ; his great excesses are but his 
frenzied bounds to escape if possible the frightful 
self-inflicted torments of his mind ; he is fleeing 
from himself, because he has evoked a deadly phan- 
tom that will force incessant a cup of poison to his 
lips ; and he cannot taste again one single joy till he 
has made disseverance between his mind and it, 
and that of which it was begot. Behold in this 
the eternal justice of Almighty God. All real and 
true delight is coy — is delicate — is pure — it does 
not take the bloody hand, and so it flees from him 
whose voice is the messenger of death. No happi- 
ness can ever flow from the abuse by man of any- 
thing that God hath given to him; the innocent 
and harmless employment and indulgence of it is 
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permitted. Earthly power hath ample rewards if 
it remain within the bounds of this covenant ; but 
all are lost^ and all joy is destroy ed, by an infraction 
of it. Earth hath never groaned beneath more 
wretched beings, than its tyrants, its despots, its 
blood-besmeared kings. 

Bethlehem wondered when she heard the tidings 
of the Saviour's birth. She is trovbled now. The 
agents of Herod, subdolously, or threatening, ac- 
cording to circumstances, examine all in town and 
country. They search out the secrets of every 
home. Treacherous memory, thus aided, recalls 
what had been forgotten among their joyous cares. 
The shepherds' visit has come back to their 
minds — the wondrous tale they told — that bright 
lamp which burned in heaven the night those 
strangers came. Every neighbour brings his quota. 
All is combined. It thus takes form ; the city is 
ringing with the babe, and the star, and shepherds, 
and Magi ; what was told by the shepherds of a child 
lying in a manger; that it was over where that 
child then was, the unknown star was seen ; that 
there the wise men went. They are all amazement 
now. , But where is He, this child, who must be 
produced, for such is Herod's order ? None know : 

9 
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He had never occupied their thoughts. The mes- 
sengers will not take this answer ; they become 
imperious and stem in their demands. ' The child ! 
the child I They threaten ; but it is all in vain — 
there is no trace of that missing infant. 

But they have discovered something, and hasten 
to the palace with their resultless tidings. Discovery, 
failure, all is told to Herod ; the stable and the 
manger ; the shepherds ; the message of the angel ; 
the song of the seraphs ; star — ^the visit — and now 
not the fidntest trace to be discovered. They then 
augment the marvel, by the tale of how the country 
is thronged with new-bom children ; how many 
young wives of the Royal House of David still 
cling, as if smitten by some frenzy, to the place ; 
which has so much increased their difficulty, obliging 
them to search among such a host of infants, for 
this strange, mysterious child. 

His fury, from the first aknost ungovernable, 
increases every moment. The fellest instincts of the 
tiger are now aroused, aiid flashing in his eyes. 
There is a child ; all did expect the coming of that 
Christ ; the Magi found him without difficulty, when 
they came to pay their homage. This pretended 
neglect and oblivion of a child whose birth was 
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attended with so many wonders, is too transparent. 
It is a lie ; the ignorance is feigned — ^is a cheating 
device to baffle him ; they choose to hide this 
Saviour — ^this pretended King ; all the spawn shall 
perish. '' Give that whole infant brood one common 
&te. Let not one escape — ^and then — He shares the 
general doom ! *' — (JSt Matt. ii. 1 6.) 

Now glows that hideous reptile, that heart's 
counsellor of guilt. Herod is no more afraid. That 
spectre which has so enthralled him, is absorbed in 
the vehemence of his fury. A thousand Uttle blood 
fountains are throwing high their ruby jets ; and 
the gigantic shade disappears. He has conquered I 
His Cimmerian heart is revelling in its bloody 
victory. He orders the immediate departure of 
troops. Some will form a cordon round the district, 
others will take that infant host by storm. The in- 
structions are most severe — ^that not one be allowed 
to escape ; that all be found ; that every dwelling 
be thoroughly searched — ^that every death be sure. 

The city rings ; but what it now rings with is 
heart-rending, piercing cries. In every house there 
is some murdered darling. The ruthless myrmidons 
of the tyrant scour the country ; they violate the 
sanctity of every home ; they force the beloved 

g 2 
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object from the shrieking mother's arms> and shed its 
life>blood beneath her bursting eyes ; her loved, her 
prized, her own, is hurled, butchered and mangled, 
at her feet. She strains the cherished infant in her 
arms ; she dyes her bosom with its precious stream, 
falls on her knees, rests her wild gaze on high, and 
prays that that foul deed may never, never be for- 
given ; then from her eyes pours forth the liquid 
torrent of her grief, and her holy tears blend with 
her dead darling's blood. 

Shrill, deep, and prolonged is the voice of woe 
in Rama — {St Matt iL 17). She is inconsolable; 
her weeping lamentations pour forth unassuaged ; 
those gaping wounds have each an eloquent tongue, 
whose piercing imprecations are hurled in torrents at 
the Royal monster. Oh, if the victim's curse hath 
power, this day of horrors hath bound a serpent-rod 
for that man-demon, whose insatiate fangs are rife 
with everlasting torments for his guilty soul ! 
What may calm the plundered, outraged mother, 
weeping over her slaughtered babe ? For woes like 
hers, where shall a soothing balm be found ? She 
scorns the voice of comfort ; there, too surely dead, 
lies the precious body of her child. She explodes 
in imprecations. But these will not restore that 
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dear and cherished life. Stilly while she curses^ fast 
flows the stream of tears. All hearts are rife with 
woe ; and the eloquence of agony is distilling from 
ten thousand tongues ! 

Mothers of Bethlehem ! wives of the Boyal 
House of David ! it is the winged penalty of 
spumed blessing, that has descended on your proud 
heads. Yours and all earth's blessing came to you ; 
you would not welcome Him, and the proffered joy 
became a consuming fire. It is because of Him ye 
scorned, that earth has witnessed this atrocious 
deed ; yes — of Him ye slighted, that the blood of 
so many innocent victims has been shed. In eveiy 
one of these slaughtered babes, your tyrant saw the 
Saviour of the world. The bloody vengeance was 
in quest of His precious head, when it caught your 
sweet little ones in its fury. Ye would not shout 
and rejoice with His glorious angels at His won- 
drous birth, and now ye shriek unpitied in the ears 
of relentless demons. But cea^e your grief; these 
objects of your heart's affection are now glorious 
princes in the brilliant Court of Heaven. Their 
further presence was not needed here ; their duty 
was to grace the birth of their Sovereign ; they were 
the attendant train of your Saviour King ; and since 



90 THI GOURSK OF 

they have thus been honoured, their lives were not 
a fruitless gift, for it has been your blessed privilege 
to prepare these infant courtiers to attend their 
King ; and theirs is indeed a glorious lot, though 
you have had the grief of seeing them destroyed by 
the savage monsters who insult your woes. . • . But 
Love had designed that their souls should be pre- 
served from sinful thought and deed ; and they 
were not intended for a prolonged life upon earth. 
Their Saviour had cast His mantle over them, and 
made them unchangeably His own. Had not your 
scornful, unbelieving reception of your Eling called 
down thi8 chastisement, they might have gone by a 
smoother road to heaven. It was your sin that 
freed the hand of that guilty despot from heavenly 
restraint, and allowed him thus to plunge his soul 
into the foulest depths of iniquity, since the blood 
he has thus spilt was in intention the blood of 
Christ, your £ang and Saviour, to whom your 
darling infants are now raising their heavenly 
anthems. "Weep not thus — ^they are His elect. His 
chosen ones to stand nearest evermore in His 
bright presence ; and blessed was every womb that 
brought them to Bethlehem, for every womb thus 
bore a glorious prince ; and Love, who would not 
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restrain the guilty hand to spare their little lives, 
gives them a triumphant welcome through their 
bloody graves. 

But what has been accomplished by the author 
of this atrocious deed, except to furnish a new evi- 
dence of the uselessness of human guilt, and leave 
an imperishable lesson, how feeble for results is the 
hand of crime I His vile intent was firustrated ; and 
his sin became only God's sword of chastisement to 
the House of David ; while his proud heart swelled 
in blasphemy, he was a mere uncommissioned in- 
strument of Heaven, performing only what it pleased 
God in His wisdom to permit. 

And it is always thus. The vilest passions in 
the human heart, while heaping up eternal wrath 
for man, have their place in the divine economy of 
Heaven, and bring their unrequired aid to advance 
some destined end. How vain, then, is all human 
rebellion I God invites man to love and duty, and 
happiness is the promised reward ; he scorns to 
listen, he will abuse the powers he possesses ; but 
while God's purpose holds, he only achieves misery 
for himself, worshipping— poor, weak fool that he is 
— ^his erring intellect, that is lighting for him the 
fires of future torment. 
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You shrink with horror at this sin of Herod's ? 
You do well ; and yet you may be tottering on the 
slimy brink of that same dread abyss. Your sins 
may not have the magnitude of his ; nor have you 
such temptation as he had. JBut pause a little. Do 
you never hide some guilty purpose with a smile ? 
Do you not pay an open homage to virtue, and yet 
in secret use your power with unscrupulous selfish- 
ness ? This age is not like that in which the blessed 
Redeemer of the world was bom ; this is not the 
epoch of Herodian crime. But there are hearte as 
vile as his, that speak with soft and subdolous 
tones ; there is a polished cruelty that is as re- 
morseless under its gilded surface, as any ever 
shown by brutal power in its bold and open deeds. 

Never until He whom Herod sought thus ruth- 
lessly to destroy shaU reign in every heart, and 
subjugate and govern eveiy will, can the dominance 
of pride, avarice, selfishness be made to cease. But 
thou, O Love Divine, when thou hast brought thy 
beauty into the soul of man, and thy purity into his 
heart, storing it with thy rich treasures, and tracing 
thy blessed precepts on its softened flesh ; when thy 
sweet loveliness sits enthroned there^ and thy sweet 
music drowns the voice of Sin, which though it 
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strive more and more clamorously to impart its 
coimsels^ finds with each succeeding day the toil 
more vain and hopeless; when one by one the 
noxious appetites shrink from thy pure effiilgence^ 
while thou impartest new and warm desires to 
win it back to its immortal state, and dost renew its 
sight that it may be enabled steadfastly to gaze and 
behold thy sublime transcendent glory — ^then, ah I 
then, dost thou realise in him the prophetic vision of 
the Messiah's reign. Yes, Love Divine, when thy 
sweet star adorns the himian breast, the heart's evil 
passions will be all controlled or subdued ; and the 
garment of religion, unless this star be there, is but 
as some costly hangings before the entrance of a 
charnel-house, full of objects of disgust and dread. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE BAPTISM — ^THB TEMPTATION — ^THE VICTORY. 

Though unseen and unheard by mortals^ yet we 
feel that celestial anthems roll and swell, and an 
unwonted throng of angels hovers near, in this great 
moment of earth's histoiy. We are in the wilder- 
ness of Jordan, attending on the glorious Baptist ; 
but as when the Majesty of Day appears he hides 
beneath his heaven-spread robes the meaner glories 
of those resplendent orbs that deck the dark fields 
of night; or as when huge Thunder marches on 
his way, while round his heavy feet the grand 
electric battery of the summer storm-cloud throwing 
its vivid flame, all other light becomes pale, and 
the noontide brightness is concealed from the eyes — 
so in the throng that awaits around the Baptist's 
feet a great overwhelming glory -enchains our sight, 
and captivates our souL Vainly would the beauty 
of Monte Rosa, or the rugged grandeur of Mont 
Blanc, appeal to our senses if the gigantic C!hamou- 
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i were also standing in the Alpine chain ; they 
would be at most but as steps to aid the climbing 
sight — ^but as foils to his superior majesty. 

Amid that crowd which presses to the banks of 
Jordan^ is He who was the rapturous theme of 
angels' song — ^the Babe of Bethlehem, the fugitive 
in Egypt, now grown to manhood, but still, as then, 
unacknowledged and unknown. 

From early boyhood the son of Zacharias had 
been an inhabitant of the desert, holding . small 
communion with his people or his kin. The locust 
and the bee furnished him with subsistence, and the 
camel with his garments. There he dwelt, alone 
with God and nature ; and there the Holy Spirit's 
consecrating power prepared his soul for the mission 
he had been appointed to fulfil. Bobust in frame, 
in heart a humble child, and preserved from the 
contaminating influence of the sins and vices of the 
age, he waited the heavenly mandate. It came. 
He issues from the wilderness, and his voice, loud 
in reproof and warning, is heard by attending thou- 
sands as he preaches ''the baptism of repentance for 
the remission of sins" — (St. Luke iii. 3). Echo 
repeats his words, till all Judea is ringing with 
God's loud summons; many fear, and bring their 
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sins to Jordan that their guilt may be puiged away. 
He comes — and he departSi for the wild sohtude is 
still his home; and ''men mused in their hearts 
whether he were the Christ or not." — (Sl Luke iii. 
15). But swift is his denial; he is the messenger 
of the Messiah^ not the Lord : '' I baptize with 
water, but one is nigh whose shoes I am not worthy 
to unloose ; he shall baptize you with the Holy 
Ghost, and with fire." He himself is but the pro- 
mised voice of ancient prophecy, the herald to 
proclaim the King. 

And now the Christ has come to Jordan : He 
descends into the river — {St. Matt. iii. 13) — re- 
presenting there ail human flesh. He comes to be 
baptized for all mankind. While thus we view Him 
with the Baptist, what to us are the attending 
multitude, earth, sky, or sun ! Our soul beholds 
but that one streaming light. He is " the glory of 
his Father's person." Simple, without pride or pomp 
in mien or dress, too great for earthly decoration as 
being an embodiment of the Divinity, yet revealing 
Himself to our soul in all his majesty, the Baptist 
to our view becomes in comparison but as some 
mere light vapour in the mountain's clefts, is to the 
mount's sublimity. But not long can we thus gaze 
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upon Him ; he grows-too grand for the brain's small 
cavity ; heaven's glory comes where thou, O my 
Lord and Saviour, art thus adored ! 

The Baptist feels His power. " Comest thou to 
me ? I have need to be baptized of thee." But 
hark! from those blessed lips, "Suffer now — ipr 
thus it becometh us to fulfil all righteousness " — (St. 
Matt. iiL 14, 15). The servant obeys his Lord. 
Baptized, He leaves the water; the heavens are 
opened ; the Spirit of God, descending like a dove, 
lights upon Him; while the voice from above is 
heard, "This is my beloved Son, in whom I am well 
pleased"— (fi'^. Matt. iii. 16, 17). 

Another step, of Love descended to remove the 
brand of sin from the polluted brow of man, who for 
forty long centuries hath found it ever increasingly 
indicant of blood and tears. The Babe of Bethle- 
hem, sheltered for a time in Egypt, and since an 
inhabitant of Nazareth, has been again proclaimed 
from heaven. The visible sign of the Divine power 
has been given I Behold the King ! The epoch of 
His mission is near ; He hath drawn down resistless 
might firom heaven; He hath shown His own cre- 
dentials, hath avouched His herald, and received 
l>apti8m for earth's unnumbered dead, and for the 
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countless millions yet concealed in the womb of 
time, whose sin most be atoned, whose sickness must 

■ 

be healed. 

Prepare, ye hosts of evil, for the conflict ; the 
war will now be waged. Shout ! Zion, and enlarge 
tiiy boundaries. He has shown Himself to heaven- 
cleared eyes; He hath revealed Himself, as Sie 
will ever do, where the knowledge of Him was 
most desired. ' Behold Him ! He hath taken upon 
Him His wondrous earthly office since illumed by 
that fresh fire from heaven, that dove-like flame of 
Love ; and bums with ardour now for Lovers great 
conflict. Though not yet noon, it is the noontide 
hour of bright salvation's day; by man so much 
needed, and for him so long prepared. 

He ascends no more to Galilee, but takes BUs 
way to the desert wilderness — {St. Matt iv. 1) — 
barren, arid, parched, and blasted ; resounding with 
fearful cry, and scream, and roar^ which draws her 
wildest wailing notes from the rough breast of 
Echo. With firm and rapid step He passes on, 
through burning sands where dread confusion wears 
its most forbidding aspect. Bocks jagged, scorched, 
scathed, uppiled, reveal the awful shocks of some 
dread convulsion, where the enormous force of 
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warring elements, strewed their riven masses over 
the sand. Through bright, innubilous, transparent 
skies, the sun pours fire that heats the rocks as by 
the breath of a furnace, and plays amid the fine and 
burning dust, which, when stirred by motion, forces 
itself into the smarting skin's fine pores, like the . 
venomous things its fury breeds, who, with rapid coil 
and swift death-dealing bite repay the wanderer's 
inadvertent tread ; but not this wanderer, who fear- 
less steps on every angry danger, as He takes his 
mysterious way through'this painful savage solitude ; 
for now the reptile in vain essays to use his fangs, 
then, baffled, flees the presence of his conqueror, and 
hides his loathed form from Love's bright visage, 
beneath the covert of some sheltering rock. The 
secret charm of ineffitble Love controls all evil 
things; for is not this the heel that shall bruise 
incurably the monstrous head of Sin — Sin, whose 
venom hath sullied this fair world ? Yes, even were 
all Hell's huge reptile host to curl around his 
blessed form, their rage would be in vain, for Christ 
is Heavenly Love, and bears Love's mightiest 
charm. 

But what doth He here? Why are His 
precious feet exposed to this hot soil? Why is 
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the hard, ro^gh, scorching rock His seat? Why 
dwelleth He day and night among these varied 
horrors ? From the farthest confines of this dreary 
waste, all living terrors come impelled by some dread 
power which drives them on ; till when fair Night 
throws her bright-starred mantle over this heated 
chaos, she shrinks aghast and loathing from the 
hideous throng, which now, however, are under the 
restraint of a superior power ; for they who rush to 
seize are backward rolled as if by Titanic force, 
though not the slightest movement is made by Him 
from whom they howUng run, whenever their trem- 
bling Umbs and unstrung nerve regain the sti^ngth 
for flight. What doth He here ? He waits marCs 
great enemy; but why or by what compact man 
may not know, although it is for him that Heavenly 
Love condescends to this great humiliation. Here 
He waits the Tempter ! 

Why here ? This scene, now so desolate, now 
so awfully sublime in misery, waa that of the 
delicious garden which the Lord God planted in 
Eden I This, where earth's most hideous things 
now crowd, was in those sweet primeval days the 
most fair and most enchanting portion of a beauti- 
ful world, which Love's hand had filled with her 
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supreme delights, and all her choicest treasures of 
creation ; where she placed that first loved pair, so 
lovely, loving, and pure; rich in unblemished in- . 
nocence. And here the Tempter came; here he 

blasted that innocence, and turned life to death ; 

here he sowed the seeds of ruin, whose growth in 

man brought all this desolation. And now, here 

sits sweet Love herself in human form, come down 

to repossess her spoiled kingdom ; here she waits the 

foe, the origin of all earth's misery ! There where 

that huge and shapeless mass of rock towers from 

out the sandy sea — there where now He sits, stood 

the tree which was the appointed test of man's ^ 

faith, love, and duty. Where Satan's craft prevailed 

over Love's human child, there sits the promised 

seed that shall avenge the injury. O how wonderful 

the mysteiy of Divine Government, that thus thrusts 

the Almighty arm through all the floods of time, to 

some predestined place, and to some appointed hour, 

for a great revelation of Eternal Might I Love hath 

shown to the human soul of Christ this Eden as it 

was in its pure bloom; He hath beheld as in a 

mirror the reign of Love in Eden, up to that last 

fatal mom which witnessed sin's irruption, and 

man's commencing woes ; and now He sits where 

h 
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failing duty turned the innocuous fruit into that 
deadliest poison, which will flow through aU human 
veins while earthly time endures, staining indelibly 
the robe of innocence, until insurgent sense shall be 
quelled by Love, who will remove the blot, destroy 
the poison, redeem the past, recreate the present, 
cleanse the corrupted heart, and endue the soul with 
a substituted righteousnesa 

And whose that righteousness, save His who 
here prepares, amid this wreck of beauty, the defeat 
and punishment of him who wrought it ; while yet 
His feet axe scorched by burning sands, and stiU 
His seat most frequent is that rock, where a drown- 
ing world's wild agonies have passed beneath His 
eyes — ^passed in mental vision, but brought before 
it really and palpably, and not like the shadowy 
spectacles presented by mere thought ; here hath 
He beheld the upheaving of the deep bed of ocean, 
its devastating floods, hurling huge masses torn 
from out its bosom by the giant throes of earth- 
quake, or toppled from rent mountains ; heard those 
big thunders, and those wild agonizing cries of 
despair and pain, sjrmpathizing in His human nature 
with every human pang. And here He waits the 
enemy of man ! here, where the monster's triumph 



DIVINE LOVE. 103 

inaugurated the accursed rule of sin. Hath he not 
boasted with infernal pride, that God Himself, if 
abandoning awhile eternal power he would ally 
himself with earthly dust, must fall resistless be- 
neath his fatal craft ? that earthly appetites so defy 
all restraint, that they would snare, overpower, and 
conquer the eternal soul ? that the chains of sense 
are so mighty, that God thus allied must Himself 
become impure ? that there is in His boasted work- 
manship an inherent weakness, that would assure 
the prize to that same might which destroyed Love's 
fair image in Eden within forty days, annihilating 
all Eden's bliss ? Hath he not said, let Him wait 
among desert wilds the time of Eden, then, spent 
with fasting, want shall create such enslaving appe- 
tites, that he must gratify them at his the Tempter's 
bidding, exert His Divine power to seize some 
ccunal joy; obey some suggestion of sin, and ac- 
knowledge his sway ? 

And here He waits, that wondrous mystery, the 
Word made flesh ; here He attends to fight the 
battle of enslaved man ; here He hath fasted ; forty 
days expire; hunger, with pangs ardent, acute, 
intense, demands some human food. He feels those 

painful cravings that have so often overcome the 

h 2 
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strongest antipathies and loathings, waking np the 
fiercest instincts of this conglomeration, which, 
when roused by hunger, are fierce as the fires of 
Etna. For us, the incarnate Lord of Life and 
Glory endures these maddening pangs ; for us He 
reels with deep exhaustion. Tes; He whose 
slightest bidding could summon all earth's plenty to 
these sands, bears for us that piercing torture ; for 
such the course which justice has imposed on Love, 
to bring man back to God, and repossess Him with 
his forfeited claim on eternal bliss. Here, where 
the Tempter stirred the pampered Eve to wantonness, 
here waits flesh-clad Love, griped and torn by the 
fell hand of hunger, that she may be able to bless the 
ruined victim. She thus awaits the foe on the very 
vantage-ground of sin. It is the woman's seed that 
must achieve the victory^ and deal the &tal blow. 

Behold, he comes I Not as a serpent now, but 
like some angel from God's holy skies. Is this the 
Prince of Evil ? There is radiance on his wings — 
aye, but they are burnished; they have not that 
silvery light which pours its beauty round the forms 
of the pure angels. He is glorious, this mighty 
Tempter ; but yet to the eye of faith which views 
the incarnate God, how mean and worthless he 
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looks beside that human form I His beauty sears ; 
it is of impure flame, not of pearly light ; and as he 
stands erect, bold, stately, proud, a ruddy glow sur- 
rounds him. See, he advances I He braves the gaze 
of that divinely-lighted human eye, now dimmed by 
human hunger. For the fiill period of forty days he 
hath kept aloof ; but time's extreme has arrived ; 
he now must dare; and hunger hath attained to 
mighty power ; behold a powerful arm — a fair pre- 
tence for doubting counsel. Can it be that thou 
wouldst thus remain in agony, if there were power 
in Thine own hand to find thee food ? " If thou be 
the Son of God, command this stone that it be made 
bread.'' — {St. Luke iv» 3). Appeal to vanity and 
pride in aid of nature's strong necessity : but 
though a mighty shaft, it turns aside ; there is no 
crevice where its point may enter ; the blessed lips 
of Christ reply with unchanging truths aQd t^dx^h 
obedience in God's holy name. '• It is written, Man 
shall not live by bread alone, but by ev^iy woitl of 
God ''^{St. Luke iv. 4). 

O well-selected weapon of defence, from the 
armoury where thousands such are ready, and where 
may be ever found that polished shield of faith, 
which no arm may pierce if it be firmly held ! The 
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Tempter brought three burning arrows in his quiver. 
One hath been shot in vaLn, because the shield was 
pure, and grasped with a mighty hand "Soars 
fiuth so high ! Let us try the arrow of presumption, 
now in this very moment of the victory of faith." 
Rapid as thought he stoops, and thrusts his hands 
beneath the Saviour's feet, who passive yields, and 
permits our enemy to bear Him to the loftiest 
pinnacle of the Temple, where the precipitous rocks 
below must prove fatal to human life, should one 
fall from thence. '* If Thou be the Son of God, 
cast thyself down, for it is written^ He shall give 
his angels charge concerning thee ; and in their 
hands they shall bear thee up, lest at any time thou 
dash thy foot against a stone — {St. Matt iv. 5, 6). 

O subtle Prince of Evil, thou dost use thine 
adversary's weapons, with false construction to fan 
— did such exist in Him — the fire of presumption ; 
to prove God's promises ai thy comrruind. For this 
thou didst not fling scorn or doubt in the wilderness 
that thou too mightest urge, thus God hath pro- 
mised — thus the Scripture saith ? But thy reticence 
and thy snare are both in vain ; thou hast another 
^ivi/A to listen to ; that there are other «ins quite 
HM lutnl »u< doubt and fear. And Jesus said, " It is 
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written again^ Thou shalt not tempt the Lord thy 
God** — {St. Matt iv. 7). Before the air hath 
ceased to vibrate with His words, they cleave its 
fields for some distant mountain-top : it matters 
not where, whether to Chamoulari, Jewahir, or 
Dwalagiri, to Jamatura, Abyssinia's Geesh, or 
Alpine Blanc, or Bosa, which the sunbeams dress 
with such surpassing loveliness that her fame is 
spread through all the charmed world ; but thither 
the still passive Saviour is carried, as swiftly as the 
wings of light convey the golden mom, when the 
Sun, emerging from his ocean bed, displays one cloud- 
curled lock ; beauty scarce half admired, before his 
visage pours its full refulgent tide. On one of these, 
or on some other towering height, Satan unfolds to 
Him the delights and charms of his world ; all that 
earth contains of beauty, pomp, and state, of glory, 
wealth, and power ; all that may excite the human 
appetite, and stimulate to lust, desire, and passion. 
All are at once displayed : here brilliant armies 
crowd before some chief enthroned, and rend the air 
with plaudits ; here power issues its mandates of 
destruction ; here luxury devises the softest joys ; 
glittering nobles throng round golden thrones ; the 
voice of song is floating through the splendid halls 
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of dalliance ; delicious banquets are temptingly 
spread; voluptuous beauty sparkles o'er the floor, 
reclining in pellucid robes on gorgeous beds of 
state ; here the co^queror is careering o'er the field 
of victory; here the Asiatic despot reviews his 
thousand brides ; here rise pile by pile the choicest 
gems of earth, the meanest of which would buy the 
softest smiles of yielding beauty ; warriors by mil- 
lions wait the monarch's pleasure, exalt his power, 
a^nd shouting hail him God. On every side he shows 
luxury, abundanpe wealth, banqueting, revelry, 
arms, ppwer unlimited, noisy fame, and jewelled 
glory ; he spreads the tempting snares before the 
eyes, of hunger, and then strings his last infernal 
shaft, "All these things will I give thee, if thou 
wilt fall down and worship nae." — {St. Matt iv. 9). 

O wondrous n^ysteiy of the Divine govern^ 
ment ! Can it be thp,t the safety of all mankind 
is now in suspense ? If one faint shade of human 
appetite should raise its vile head and conquer, is 
the work of redemption all destroyed, the battle 
lost, and are mankind and the world consigned to 
final ruin ? The air becomes too thick for healthy 
breathing, and torture's tendrils weave themselves 
around the inquiring soul. 
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Victory ! 'tis gained. Shout, hosts of heaven I 
The subtle Tempter ' fails ; his useless bolt is hurled 
back against him. The banner of redemption floats 
without a fold The enshrouded God in Man, 
chides the great presumption of the Prince of Evil, 
Bsid forbids his longer stay. Command and reproof 
now fisJl together from those holy lips. " Get thee 
hence, Satan, for it is written, ' Thou shalt worship 
the Lord thy God, and Him only shalt thou serve/ " 

He has passed his permitted limits ; the field for 
him is lost. He spreads his tarnished wings, and 
he is gone. The atmosphere resumes its purity ; we 
breathe it with a full sense of bliss. How light and 
fragrant! Ah I a host from heaven illumes 
that lofty peak, and lustre is sparkling from a 
thousand wings. They crowd around Him on their 
knees and tend Him ; they bring homage, tribute, 
and succour ; and the human form, the dwelling of 
the Eternal Word, assumes a glory that reveals the 
God. And none can be more confounded by this 
strange mystery of the Godhead imprisoned in 
human flesh, thain are thpse blessed beings of the 
empyreal sky, charged with this honoured mission, 
when they behold Him spent with fatigue and 
pressed by human wants. From sapphire goblet 
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into ruby vaae tbey pour the heavenly nectar, and 
a jeweUed banquet is spread around, every dish of 
which were a prize for an empire ; while the moun- 
tams ring with seraphic strains. The famished 
Man is satisfied ; the God sends back His angels to 
the skies ; and He is no longer on the mountain 
peak, but there where on the rock He first awaited 
the coming of the foe — there, but not surrounded 
by rocks aad burning sands, for Paradise is now 
again restored in all its pristine beauty, with every 
charm that it possessed when fresh from Love's 
(S^weet hand. Again that hand hath revelled, and 
all is there that shone ere sin bad thrown its 
destroying brand among those matchless beauties, 
save that in the place of that frail pair who let the 
Tempter in, is He who hath chased him from God's 
Eden, and reHeved it from the withering influence 
of his pollutions. He hath restored to Love her 
wrested spoil, and Love hath recalled for a few brief 
hours all its precious treasures for the conquering 
Lord. There lies the Victor within that dainty bridal 
cave, His head on a mossy pillow ; and Sleep, fresh 
from a pure bath by which she hath lost all defile- 
ment of any sin which she may have touched, drawn 
her enchanting hands over His blessed face, then 
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folds Him in her arms, the nobles! prize that ever 
yet rewarded her soft cares. She draws over them 
her balmiest mantle^ and night, day, and night, she 
holds Him closely pressed, then flies before the 
first faint streak of coming day, unseals the eyes 
of each melodious thing, and bids its joyous voice 
awake the slumbering echoes. So loud the har- 
mony, that rosy Mom springs up in haste to see 
what world has been created ; but peeping in the 
Saviour's opening eyes, falk down and worships. 
Now from the tree of knowledge and the tree of 
Ufe, no longer antagonistic. He plucks and eats 
of their delicious fruits. He hath banqueted on 
Eden's food, he bathes in Eden's stream ; and now, 
with strength restored, and with invigorated blood, 
and to the eye all human, He bends His steps 
toward Jordan. As He moves onward, behind 
Him grows the wilderness. Where late was Eden 
is a burning plain ; where luscious fruits and 
flowers, now rocks on rocks are piled. Love re- 
stored only for His delight; she withdraws her 
hand, and all again is '^ ruin." 

Summoned to combat, Satan hath been defeated 
and rebuked on his first field of conquest ; and man, 
his victim, hath shown by his great Champion, that. 
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anned from God's armoury, he hath the means for 
achieving endless victories. Those lists in the de- 
sert were held for Earth's whole human race ; and 
the foe was felled by Christ for all mankind. The 
mighty weapon of Divine truth, held firmly in the 
hand of Faith, prostrated the dread assailant, and 
Sin was powerless in the strife when thus con- 
fronted. Obedient love, humility, and fiuth 
form a panoply that will turn aside the deadliest 
shafts of Sin. The great Redeemer of man hath 
shown him how to combat ; who fights with Satan, 
must draw aid from heaven ; must never parley 
with him, eyeing meanwhile, like poor Eve, the for- 
bidden fruit, but answer him only with God's words 
of life, in strict obedience to His commandments, 
and with humble reliance on Divine Love. The 
only safety of man is in this Love. Without her, 
he sees not ; without her he hath nothing to direct 
his course ; like a ship without a rudder, eveiy wind 
impels him where it lists ; he must needs follow the 
behest, not of breeze alone, but even of zephyr, of 
the lightest kiss blown from wind's soft fingers, with 
the certainty that when tempest shall sweep forth, 
he will meet with destruction on the fatal strand 
of sin. 



DIVINE LOVE. 113 

Behold, O brother Man, behold thy Saviour in 
that desert, laden with the weakness of thy fallen 
race, the representative of every soul, till earth's 
time shall merge in the great eternity. He did not 
fight for himself, for He was sinless ; but He bore 
the burden of all men's weakness, that blessings 
might flow through Him, the victorious Lord, thy 
righteousness, to all. Canst thou look upon that 
desert strife, and still yield to every slight tempta- 
tion, and do no combat for thyself? Hath He 
suffered that pain and anguish for thee, and taught 
thee how to conquer, and suffered and taught in 
vain? Thy cheeks shall bum with shame; thou 
canst not conquer if thou will not %ht ; or unarmed, 
or armed elsewhere than in Grod's armoury; nor 
wilt thou ever know the joy of victory until thou 
fight beneath the banner of Love, fight as in her 
Bight, fight for her witching smile, fight that her 
hand may crown thee with inunortal bays ; until 
thou feel that thou wouldst die to secure her 
precious gifts, and to show that she hath not loved 
thy soul in vain. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE FIRST MIRACLES OF CHRIST. 

JuDEA is ringing with the name of John the Baptist, 
and priests and Levites ply him with questions as 
to who and what he is — Christ, or Elias ? Neither ; 
but Christ's witness to the ruined sons of men ; he 
is the warning voice; he is not the light, but he 
announces the approaching day ; the light is with 
them, but they know it not — " Behold the lamb of 
God, that taketh away the sin of the world — {St. 
John I 29—34). 

As Christ enters on His great work, that of 
John is accomplished. He lays his censure on a 
royal sin, and the human porcupine erects its quills. 
John is imprisoned, and finally slain. 

Christ hath drawn around Him a little humble 
band of followers ; and His blessed voice is heard 
rousing the sleeping sinners of mankind, from the 
enslaving torpor of their sin — "Repent, for the 
kingdom of heaven is at hand" — {St Matt iv. 17). 
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The descended God summons the world ; He defies 
all hell's proud hosts of evil ; He shows that all the 
powers of what men call nature, are at His com- 
mand ; He speaks, they must obey ; and while 
pure, grand, subUme, and holy truths axe falling 
from His Ups, His muacles confirm His Divine 
claima 

Let us to the feast at Gana. The bridegroom 
stands confused. His thirsty guests have ex- 
hausted all the wine-skins, and the zeal of the 
servitors is bootless ; wine is asked in vain. But 
He is here who bestowed on the grape the luscious 
sweetness whence its nectar is derived — ^precious, 
when not misused ; for thus joy, pleasure, and 
heart's bright mirth are among its fair clusters, 
whose liquid treasure may light the languid eye, 
soften sorrow's sting, dispel the mind's dark melan- 
choly, clear the face of gloom, reinvigorate the 
overtasked nerves, restoring the brain's exhausted 
powers, and imparting new strength to the languid 
thought ; opening sometimes a deep diamond mine 
of the spirit, and drawing thence treasures to shine 
in the eyes of men that else had never sparkled in 
life's way, and charmed admiring thousands with 
their beauty (though, like all mercies, sin, alas I too 
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oft changes blessing into curse, and balm to poison ; 
even as some urchin, seeking honey with too keen 
a zeal, finds also that with the sweets there is a 
piercing sting). 

And Jesus said, "Fill the water-pots with 
water/' They fill them to the brim. " Draw out, 
and bear to the governor of the feast." They bear 
— but, lo I it is no longer water, but wine, so far 
more delicious than that which had been before 
supplied, that the governor sends for the bridegroom, 
to compliment him on his unusual liberality in 
giving such wine late in the feast ; a time at which 
inferior is most commonly served to guests— (fi^^ 
John VL 1 — 12). 

The weary fishermen, who have toiled all night 
without success, tired and spent with labour, quit 
their hopeless task ; some seek repose ; others 
mend their nets. But doth one lend the use of his 
vessel to Jesus, and shall he not receive a marvel- 
lous reward? Hath Christ, too closely thronged 
by the multitude, sought shelter therein and thence 
addressed the people, and shall He not pay largely 
for the hire? His discourse ended. He calls the 
owner, and tells him what to do to obtain payment, 
'' Launch out into the deep, and let down your nets 
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for a draught/' 'Simon replies that the night's 
experience is against hope of success — ^yet, " never- 
theless at thy command I will let down the net." 
Behold its cords tight drawn with the ponderous 
strain ! So huge the take^ the trembling fisherman 
feels he is in presence of the supernatural, falls at 
the Saviour's feet, and supplicates for mercy. His 
prayer is granted, though not in the sense of his 
words; instead of departing from him, Christ 
draws his heart towards Himself ; Simon the fisher- 
man becomes Peter the disciple and apostle — 
'' Fear not ; from henceforth thou shalt catch men." 
He has received his credentials, and James and 
John are associate with him in the glorious work — 
"they forsook all and followed him" — {St. Luke 
V. 1—11). 

His fame spreads throughout Galilee. Devils 
confess His name, and yell with terror at His ap- 
proach, owning but deprecating His power ; raging 
impotently, and obeying — {St Luke iv. 41). Behold 
Him at the bed of a fever-stricken woman, whose 
life's strength is fast departing; at His touch the 
parched hand grows cool ; the whole current of her 
blood is changed ; the danger is no more ; strength 
enters anew into her late useless limbs ; she leaves 
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her couch ; the door of death that had been open to 
receive her, is closed without its victim; and her 
hands prepare His food^ who hath thus restored her 
to life and joy — {St. Luke iv. 38, 39). Capernaum 
sends all her sick to Him whose name hath revived 
their failing hopes : He bids them live, and thej are 
healed ; the joyful tidings spread ; misery's sad 
tribe crowd thick at set of sun; "He laid his 
hands on every one of them and healed them/' 
and devils, awestruck, obey His comman4s, whose 
smallest word and touch, destroys disease and pain 
{St. Luke iv. 40, 41). 

Oh ! bounds not Nazareth now with joy and pride 
— for He is near ? Pours not the stream of life 
through her crowded gates, that she may meet and 
welcome him whom aU men speak of as hers, gUding 
hor with some of the lustre of his great renown ? 
Alas 1 " no prophet is accepted in his own country.'* 
Wise Nasareth knows his parentage, and listens to 
him with a stupid sneer. What 1 Joseph's son I 
All li{>s arc curled with scorn. No sick are brought 
to Him for his health-giving touch ; the self- 
OMtooiuing tlxought of that whole city despises 
hiuu But on the Sabbath He is in its syna- 
l^uruo, and taking the Book from the hand of the 
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officials,* he opens and reads from the prophet 
Csaias. It is His own mission of mercy — (St. 
Luke TV. 18, 19). What though despised — "all 
eyes are fastened on him/' all wonder at "the 
gracious words that proceed out of his mouth." 
But He exposes and rebukes their unbelief, and 
tells them in words of fire that, retaining it, they 
must remain strangers to God's mercy. The whole 
synagogue rises in tumult ; rage and fury are flashing 
in tiieir eyes — ^they thrust him forth — they urge him 
to the summit of their fix>wning hill ; hurled thence, 
no power can save him from the polluted grave of 
the foul vulture's maw. They reach the edge of the 
precipice ; one moment more — but every threaten- 
ing hand drops nerveless at the side of the would-be 
murdere»-paialy8ed, motionless, no arm retains a 
remnant of its strength ; there is no roaring 6f the 
crowd, for every tongue, like every arm, is unnerved 
and unstrung. He turns, whom they contemned ; 
the stingless reptiles shrink on either side, and shun 
the lustre of that glorious eye, that sheds forgiveness 
on them, as He passes freely through their severed 
ranks — {St. Luke iv. 28—30). What Nazareth thus 
presumptuously rejects, humility is waiting for with 

* According to the custom in the Jewish synagog^ie* 

i 2 
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trembling hope. This blessed name hath filled the 
leper's ears, and faith triumphs over the hopeless 
fears that accompany his foul pollution ; for what so 
vile, so shimned, as the man whose skin reveals the 
presence of that fearful leprosy. The city vomits 
him forth — he may not live in or frequent the 
haunts of other men ; his prescribed garb must show 
his dread affliction to every passer-by ; his head 
must be bare — ^his clothes be rent and torn — his 
lip be covered ; and wheresoever he goes he must 
repeat aloud the warning cry, " Unclean ! unclean /*' 
Can anything surpass this in continuous misery ?- 
and this is the condition of every one on whom the 
priest has discovered the damning spot; and he 
in whom faith hath now stretched to the belief of 
possible purity, is foU of what seems to be the most 
hopeless form of the loathsome disease. Yet, as he 
views the coming Lord, faith inspiring cries, '' Behold 
thy safety." Onward he hastes, and prostrate at 
those blessed feet, his face in the dust, pours forth 
his prayer, '* Lord^ if thou wilt, thou canst make me 
clean" — (St. Luke v. 12). No fatal doubt slips in 
between the suppliant and the Great Healer. '^ Lord, 
if thou wilt, thou canst /" The prayer of real faith is 
resistless, and rapid is the answer. ^' I will — be thou 
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dean," replies the Saviour, who extends his hand and 
touches him — (13). Ah, who shall tell the great 
emotions of that throbbing heart ; touch! touch the 
leper ! Nothing but Divine Love, Jesus, could 
have thus impelled thy hand. In that touchy there is 
a compassion words could never show : swift from 
that touchj flies every shade of fear ; Thy voice alone 
would have expelled the malady — ^but, touch ! He 
knows at once that he is restored to fullest health. 
"Who would touch a leper ? he must be clean I 
Health, with all its brightness, rushes through tiis 
heart ; not only is he cured, but feels his cure. No 
more of torn garments, foul lip, bare head ! He rides 
a sunbeam; life opens wide her golden jewelled 
door. life 1 he ne'er lived till now ; now life begins 
(as when the sinner drops his load of guilt). Like 
some lone captive who hath known the agony of 
forfeit years — ^his existence limited to those four walls 
whose loathed nearness spoils and fetters mind, 
crushing every thought that would have become a 
joy, destroying eveiy tender plant of feeUng, or ever 
a flower could blow — to tell him freedom is at the 
portal, is not to vary life, it is to recreate. And so 
the leper : suflering hath shown to him life's greatest 
secret, where joy lied concealed ; and it is in all 
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around him — msok, heBsb, bird, flower, earih, water, 
air, and akj ; its soul is Love ; the key is sympathy ; 
nothing so mean but it hath some of it — but Heaven 
contains the exhaustless treasury. 

Man, in his cold calculating cruelty, which reveals 
how mightily the power of evil works within, will 
pUe up auflFerings tiU they rise to the very height of 
madness or of death ; as when the brutal lash was 
tearing the ba^^kof the oflfending waxrior, the surgeon 
at his pulse stood measuring his powers of resistenoe 
to agony, and oft permitted the continuance of the 
torture, till ebbing from it life's tide refused longer 
to flow/ and the last stroke fell upon a still quivering, 
but senseless corpse. 

But Jesus cured the leper ; and in that touch of 
his, Love tenderly caressed one whom the world had 
shunned. Behold the produce of that rich abundant 
root of faith, whose treasures never fail — ^whose 
power is as vigorous now as in that leper's days; 
power that avails for eveiy human malady in soul 
or body. " Lord, if thou wilt, thou canst." If the 
heart lift itself unreservedly to God, Love will grant 
to faith the fruit of the heart's desire. 

This leper preaches £aith. The miracle that 
filled his soul with joy, lays reason prostrate ; and 
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opens the deep well of truth, whence faith may 
largely draw. Multitudes now crowd to the Saviour ; 
his door is thronged ; the bearers of a poor palsy- 
stricken man cannot pierce the dense unyielding 
masses ; they mount a distant house ; from roof to 
roof faith bears the couch along, until it reaches 
where He is — ^it strips off the covering, and lets the 
burden down, among curious, doubting Scribes, who 
have been watching the healing powers of our Lord. 
This act implies, '^ Lord, if thou wilt, thou canst," and 
the sweetest voice of Love in Jesus makes reply, 
'' Son, thy sius be forgiven thee " — {St. Mark ii. 5), 
The scornful Scribes begin to reason in their hearts, 
'' This is blasphemy ;" but that silent unbelief is 
heard by Him " who knows every secret of the heart," 
and He replies with power and majesty — (St. Mark 
iL 8 — 12). The late palsied man hath borne away 
the couch on which but now his body lay helpless ; 
and '' Glory to God " breaks forth from the amazed 
beholders. 

The voice of Jesus is the word with power. 
From all Judea men flock to see and hear Him. The 
people come in multitudes ; He ascends the mountain 
— ^he sits — ^they gather round him, his beloved 
disciples at their head ; and now behold the beauty 



124 THB 00UB8E OF 

of the Gospel scheme— this is no Sinai with its 
terrific lightnings — here is no quaking earth — ^no 
awful thunders are here, nor smoke, nor pillars of 
fire — no consuming voice, to pour dismay and fill all 
hearts with dread ; but the soft glories of Divine Love 
are shining in Jesus' eyes, whUe his Ups disclose the 
priceless truths of Heaven. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

SERMON ON THE MOUNT. 

St Matthew y., vL, vii. 
♦ ♦ 4e ♦ ♦ ♦ 

PasoEPTS divine, shedding for ever your beauteous 
light upon the sacred page — ^the guiding thread — 
the warning ray, conducting and pointing to safety ; 
many an eye shall gaze on you with wonder, while 
the heart consulted shrinks, alas I from your sweet 
glory, and dares to assert that ye are opposed to 
nature ; and to draw the damning inference, that ye 
were intended as a code only for the Apostles of 
Christ Jesus, but do not stand between eveiy man 
tmd heaven. Ye are Love's pure embroidery, and 
ye embellish every robe in the celestial world. Ye 
do not war with nature ; what ye oppose and con- 
demn is sin, which hath wrought so foul a change in 
nature ; those evil paissions that infest the heart are 
his, not hers ; and it is them that Christ denounces. 
Is Love bright nature's foe ? In every line of these 
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precepts Love pure and holy, Love Divine, is breath- 
ing. Let man but place to hers an eager lip, and he 
will find that to draw her perfumed breath is rapture. 
Say, hast thou inhaled it ? Didst thou not find it a 
soft and honeyed sigh, while gales from million Arabics 
floated around you, and Shiraz and Cashmere were 
pouring forth their Uving odours, and their rich 
stores of attar ? Did it not lap you in sweet delicious 
slumbers, while heavenly harmonies were creeping 
with downy feel around you, and lulling you with 
their witcheiy of sound ? These precious words of 
Christ are a nectar-cup given to earth-— a cup 
enriched with eveiy gem that ever glowed ; taste it, 
ye who have never quaffed Love's pure draught, and 
ye will quickly thirst for more ; drink — drink deeply 
. — ^there is nothing in it to cloud the mind, or put 
frenzy in the brain, but every drop is some bright 
angel's wing, bearing you upward, nearer and nearer 
to heavenly joys : hold fast the cup — drink on — ^let 
not Satan dash it from your lip ; oh I each small 
drop extracts the sting of some foul reptile that ye 
have heretofore cherished in your heart, admiring 
his burnished scales, even while his deadly venom 
was robbing your soul of rest. See— while ye drink 
the fancied beauty is gone ; your eyes are opened ; 
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ye see it is a loathsome things making only hideous 
discord in your heart. Is it possible that monster's 
spring could at any time haye brought you pleasure ? 
Drink — drink deep — ye never knew true joy till 
now. Pride, avarice, lust, revenge, destroy all bliss 
in man — they are all reptile demons in the human 
breast — ^but drink — drink deeply,, and they must 
depart ; they are not nature's ; nature never brought 
their deep defilement to the heart ; they are not 
nature's ; nature is from God ; but they are the 
spawn of sin — the shame of nature ; they are 
usurpers; while nature wears their chains they gall 
her, and she loathes them ; in this behold the secret 
of the sufferings they have caused you : they are not 
nature's ; nature. Love's sweet child, was only in 
Eden beheld in her true character ; there her rich 
and splendid (jhanns, displayed their lustre in earth's 
glowing embrace. They are not nature's, for nature 
and Love are one. 

If you refer those blessed precepts of your Lord 
to Sin for his approval, his abhorrence of them will 
be at once declared ; received and installed in the 
heart, they put an end to his dominion, because, when 
the sweet peace which they bestow, has once suc- 
ceeded to the foul tumults he inspires, the soul must 
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begin to loathe and spurn the latter. Gall him not 
to council ; then^ like the gliding stream^ they will 
find their way, and carry through the heart their 
fidlyeiy thread, amid the rocks and stones of evil 
which Sin hath strewn therein ; they are an invitation 
to pure delights; a ray of beauty traversing the 
gloom ; the soul will appreciate them as adapted to 
satisfy its thirst for what may bless, for joy dwells 
in the desire to give joy, and there is a rapture in 
thewannglowof charily; the heart and mind wiU 
recognise their power to shed a till then unimagined 
sereniiy ; and nature, unfettered and regenerate, will 
spring to meet her God. 

But if Sin be consulted, he will at once demand 
where reformation is to begin — ^he will stir up his 
spawn in their several lair within you, and every 
flaming reptile will exclaim, '' Not here ! not here Y* 
In vain the heart will sigh, ''Would it not be 
felicifrjr ?" " It is impracticable," will be the prompt 
reply of Sin. '' Look," he will say, " at the very 
constitution of society ; is not each member of it like 
the prickly brute that curls himself into a wounding 
ball ? Why, you would be torn in pieces if you were 
not arrayed as they are, and if your weapons were 
not displayed like theirs ; besides, life would be a 
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tame, flat, insipid thing without those agitations 
which come through me ; if envy, hatred, malice, 
Tengeance, lust, injure you by their indulgence, 
while you are wounding others, it is only that you 
were not created on my mighty plan — ^that your 
weakness trembles beneath those exalted delights, 
that thrill the adamantine hosts of heaven I" 

Heed hiTn not. He lies now, even as he lied in 
Eden, and thrusts his vileness between thee and 
Love. "Why thou art formed for endless, boundless 
joys if thou consort vdth Love, for she will bear thee 
on her bright pinions through the farthest realms of 
space, and reveal herself in all her matchless beauty 
to thy soul, while floods of rapture roll around thee : 
the universe— eternity — ^is Love's, while Sin has 
part only in earth's time, and in hell. How vast 
the difierence I Infinitude against a speck ; illimit- 
able glory to a blot. Canst thou be so blinded that 
thou dost not perceive all this? Sin comes and 
takes up his residence with thee, and lays his heavy 
torturing load upon thy neck, scorches and bums 
thee with his passions, makes thee the vehicle for 
gratifying his desires — employs thy body, looks 
through thine eyes, and makes his cravings known 
through thee; corrupts, sullies, pollutes thy mind, 
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destroying its calm and peace with his infernal joys, 
and then, in reply to nature's groans, taunts thee 
with weakness ; declares that those joys of his are 
thine ; makes of thee a debased, contaminated slave, 
urging and goading thee on until thou reach the 
gates of hell, whete he will spurn thee into endless 
flame — ^then, seek thy son — es before thee, perchance, 
he found thy sire. 

We all are or have been slaves : teU me — ^we are 
alone— there is no ear to hear us, no eye to look 
upon thy brow, however deep may be its colour — 
recall the past ; perhaps it was only yesterday — ^when 
some disgrace to nature impelled you in the name of 
joy ; did you not feel as if your soul rebelled, but 
that some strange, strong power overmastered you — 
that something within you shouted Joy I Bapture ! 
but that it was not you ; and that when you gave 
that voice the lie, it still shouted Bapture I Joy I 
thrusting you aad^oveipowering your denial-till 
you yielded, and were held fast bound by him 
whose persistent voice had triumphed; while still 
you felt, still feel, that you were only an agent, com- 
pelled by another to do his will ? And is not this 
slavery? Nature — yourself, denied the imputed 
joy ; but Sin persisted ; he could not act alone ; he 
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has need of some malerial form by which to realise 
his purpose ; your lustful eye — ^your bitter purpose 
— your revengefiil hand, were but the instruments 
of hun, who sways man's body, in order that he may 
destroy man's souL 

Precepts divine ! taught to deliver nature from 
her bondage, Love s voice calling to the purest 
liberty ; can it be that your brilliance, shed upon the 
sacred page, shall be viewed in vain by myriad 
millions, who will neglect to seize the freedom that 
ye offer, and continue voluntarily to endure the 
fetters of sin ? Can it be that in after days, when 
there shall no longer be reproach in the Cross of 
Christ, men shall gaze upon ye as some distant 
g^rious orb, too high to reach, too lofty to be 
attained to by man ; a something not really inter- 
woven with the scheme of His redemption — ^a rich 
exuberance — a Divine excess — or meant only as a 
protest against some Jewish vices; a something 
that must be greatly attenuated to fit you for the 
world's society — shall deem that everyone may 
choose among ye that which is least opposed to his 
desires, despising all the rest. Strange self-deceit ; 
&tel delusion, to rob Heaven of time, because it is 
possessed of the vast eternity, where ye repose for 
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ever in the bosom of Divine Love ; for ye are Love's 

« 

embodiment in deed, and wherever your voice is 
heard there Love inhabits. One feather only from 
the brilliant wing of Love, will never bear a human 
soul to heaven, if all the residue of her bright form 
be thrust aside, that the bosom's worm may be 
cherished, the darling vice be indulged, the easy 
ruling sin be followed ; Love's feather worn without, 
while the monster reptile sits crowned within. 

If Christians be not traitors to their Saviour, 
Love will be adored in every one of these precepts 
of the Incarnate God : far from wishing to attenuate 
them, the heart will boldly urge the necessity of so 
renovating society, that it shall conform to them. 
Say not that Christians must live in this world like 
the world around them, who ignore those Divine 
precepts which the lips of Jesus proclaimed to man ; 
that they must pay at least a seeming tribute to the 
evil that here holds sway. AH such resemble the' 
sand-building fool; for whatever they build who 
place Love's feather in the crown of sin, that God's 
tempest will surely shatter and destroy. Let every- 
one enter into covenant with his own soul, to take 
these blessed precepts as his guide; to enthrone 
them all within him, and humbly bend to them his 
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rebel will ; then will he find that he has attained to 
true liberty — ^that what he once thought was free- 
dom^ was indeed a hard and bitter servitude ; then 
will he look with renovated eye on all that savours 
of Sin's impure dominion. If there be a pubUc law, 
whose principle is opposed to these commandments 
of Love, no doubt or fear will stay him in his course, 
but he will seek to change that law ; it must be 
wrong if it is not in conformity with the precepts of 
Christ — Christ, the expression of eternal thought. 
Man may and will err, but God never can do so ; , 
and therefore he will seek to Christianise the 
offending law. What though he may fiud it to bo 
but the expression of some general sin, some general 
neglect of or opposition to the private duties which 
those blessed precepts inculcate — ^what then ? down 
with the law; let all society learn that its safety 
lies within the sphere of those duties, for Christ 
MUST BEIQN, and these are the laws of His kingdom. 
Mount, then, on the wings of Love and seek him ; 
and in His presence Love will keep you pure. The 
universal reformation must commence with indi- 
vidual triumph over sin ; in efforts to combine and 
link together those individual victories, until Christ's 
army be legion, and become the ruling power in the 
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land. Then every human soul will be regarded by 
you as a tempting and an enormous prize, and ye 
will be ready to endure all things to win it from sin, 
and lead it into the path of Heaven. Ye will be 
meek and humble, beseeching and merciful ; your 
Uves will be a bright example of the soul's obedience 
to the Divine laws ; anger and fury will be subdued 
within you ; revenge will no longer be allowed to 
coil himself within your heart, and rob you of your 
peace to enable you to work harm to another ; lust 
will shun the pure light of Love; hypocrisy and 
vanity will disappear, freeing your prayers and ahns 
from the contamination of ostentation and of pride ; 
wronged, ye will be ready immediately to forgive ; 
ye will seek to heap up your treasures in heaven, 
and your hearts will be set upon its glories, while 
deeds of gratitude will give earthly evidence of the 

reality of your love. True, wealth will be of in- 
creased value in your eyes, but only as it may pro- 
vide the means by which sinners may be helped into 
the path of heaven; by which ye may flood a 
benighted land with true knowledge, that eveiy 
child of sin and shame and misery, may be shown 
the exhaustless fountain whence celestial blessings 
flow to guilty man — ^by which every child may be 
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taught in dmst^ and sight and hearing be bestowed 
on the deaf and on the blind ; then will ye seek vice 
and crime within their noisome dens^ and strive to 
km the breeding spawn of every noxious thing ; to 
pour Love's Divine radiance into the darkest caves 
of moral night, tendering the soul's true charity to 
every earthly want and woe ; then will the pariahs 
of your cities, cease to be pariahs, and to be your 
land's disgrace ; then, there being no beam in your 
own eye, ye will proffer gentle help to others ; and 
wealth will vindicate his claim to be considered the 
elder brother of distress and want; misery will 
smile to him ; and Love will remain — Love — Love 

guardian of the field. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

TRIUMPHS OF FAITH AND LOVE. 

JesoB I blest name o'er eveiy name sapreme ! 
The samptuoua mcamation of my theme ! 

To think of Thee floods the ransomed soul with rap- 
ture. My Lord, my Grod, my King, my Saviour, at 
every step thy deeds authenticate thy words ; they 
are aU of Love— mighty Love— showing with trans- 
cendent majesty thy Divine power, in a general 
obedience of nature to thy will. The stem and all- 
condemning law waa brought by Moses from flaming 
Sinai, but in Thee there is the mingling of sweetest 
pity with power, and thou hast brought down Grace, 
and Love, and Truth to ruined man. Unlike the 
Prophets, who reproved in God's name and pro- 
claimed God's will to Israel and her kings, and who 
were permitted to show some one great work in proof 
of their Divine appointment, Thau hast not come to 
denounce some one breach of Law — some one pre- 
vailing iniquity — ^to work some one miracle, so as to 



DIVINB LOVE. 137 

establish in men's minds the certainty of the threat- 
ened punishment, and to direct the eyes of faith to 
a future Eedeemer ; but thou proclaimest thyself to 
be the inoabnate word. As lovely spring wakes 
sleeping blossoms at her every step, so bright 
miracles grow and glow around Thee as thou movest, 
and health, life, and joy are scattered from thy 
bounteous hand. Love is the very atmosphere en- 
circling Thee — ^and the more deeply faith inhales, 
the richer become its stores. While thou bringest 
salvation to groaning earth, thy deeds proclaim 
thee Lord of all creation. In thy hand thou boldest 
all those powers by which earth rose from dismal 
chaos, and obtained Love's glowing charms — ^the 
power of life — ^that marvellous power which gave 
man, beast, bird, tree, herb, and flower to earth — ^by 
which from nothing matter, senseless, sprung, took 
form, law, motion, and is restrained till that same 
wiU which moved it, shall arrest it in its course- 
there a bright central source transmitting light 
and heat — ^here a delicious footstool for the Divine 
Maker. Thou bringest redemption ; and every secret 
spring of thought — ^man's inmost soul — ^lies bare 
before thee ; thou showest the secret doubt — ^and as 
with doubt, even so with faith — ^it need not speak, 
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thou hearest its tongueless voice ; its mute appeal, 
its sQent touch commands thy power, and sickness 
flees before the resistless spelL 

Alas for the fatal delusion of biaeotted mau ! 
Sin hath materialised all his aspirations and desires. 
He waits fix)m Qod a Conqueror who shall spread 
dismay and terror through the lands— a bloody 
throne built with heaps of slain — ^proud Israel ex- 
alted to reign over all the world. He caniiot see in 
Thee the mighty victor, for love and mercj revel 
at thy side ; he will not perceive that thou art de- 
stroying ruined man's worst foes — ^that suffering and 
misery, disease and death, flee fix)m thy touch, and 
vanish at thy word. Nothing can show more plainly 
the depth to which man has been sunk by sin, than 
his enthroning Death as the supreme Lord; his desir- 
ing no more the reign of Love — but that vengeance 
shall be poured forth, and heaps of putrid slain shall 
rise for him, ere he himself become in his turn 
Death's loathsome victim. Since the vHe hand of 
Gain made the discoveiy that man can employ death 
against his fellow-men, death has been the object at 
the same time of his admiration and his fear ; sin 
within him loves the fruit of sin, though nature 
shrinks aghast from it; sin governs the hand that 
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deals out death ; but suffering nature alone receives 
the wound. 

Jesus I all thy steps are victories, the bonds are 
broken, the prisoners are freed. The gems of life 
that fall from thy blessed lips, reveal the beauty of 
the exhaustless mine within ! If man, beholding 
^7 S^ory, scorn Thee, thine is not the fault, and his 
is the fearful end. Loved of the Father, thou 
wieldest all the powers of Heaven — ^belief in Thee is 
life eternal — ^to reject Thee is waf with €rod — ^the 
worm that never dies — eternal death. Didst thou 
destroy instead of heal-niid scorching lightnings 
blaze around Thee, exultant earth would have gladly 
hailed Thee as her king; but aa thou only givest life, 
thou art despised. Tet would I follow in the track 
of thy beloved feet, to seize the scattered diamonds ; 
declare thy precious words, recall thy deeds, and 
show the transcendent beauty of Love in Thee. 

Behold now in the hands of the Centurion the 
master key that unlocks Love's wondrous stores ; he 
supplicates for his servant — ^he deems himself too vile 
for the honour of a visit — ^he asks but the healing 
word, and believes in its resistless power. He gains 
at once the boon, while those blessed lips commend 
his triumphant faith — {8l Luke vii. 1 — 10). Do we 
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not here read the future ? Grentiles sit with Abra- 
ham, while Abraham's fleshly seed attain not to the 
heavenly kingdom. The master's faith obtains the 
servant's life ! Prayer for a loved one may prevail 
with Grod. Pray — ^pray with faith i and God has 
promised an answer of peace. 

Christ is fuU of compaadon. Hark to the waU- 
ing of moumeis at the gates of Nain. The corpse 
over which they lament, was the son of yon poor 
widow — ^her all ' on earth — ^the sole object round 
which her affections clung, and on which she lavished 
all her passion — ^her only son. She hath no more a 
son. Her friends and neighbours crowd sorrowing 
round her, and loud are their cries of sympathetic 
grief. What means this multitude? The Lord is 
here ! The mourners are met — ^the bier is stopped 
at His command. Alas ! since health attends His 
blessed touch, why came He not before ? They do 
not know that He can also cause life's tide to flow 
again in that poor frigid clay-roU back the watera 
of oblivion, and recall the departed spirit. But He 
hath seen the mother's tears, and felt their power ; 
her holy grief is full of mighty prayers. " Weep 
not ! " " Young man, I say unto thee, Arise I " 
Death yields — no pause — ^not one moment's delay — 
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the late victim moves — rises — speaks — is in his 
mother's arms — {St Luke vii. 12, 15). Fear and 
wonder reign around; reclaim from death ! Glory to 
Qod, who hath indeed visited His people — {St. Luke 
vii. 16). 

How precious this spontaneous act of mercy to 
him who feels that he is the object of a Saviour's 
care — ^who views thee, Jesus, on thy heavenly 
throne, omnipotent, boundless in love, and who 
brings his bleeding woes before thee, knowing that 
thou wilt grant what faith may scarcely ask I Fame 
spreads the tidings of this glorious miracle — ^the 
Saviour's Qame is widely proclaimed ; but adored ? 
No : hate, ambition, avarice demand a king who 
wiU destroy their foes and satisfy their greed, not 
a Saviour who will deign to restore life to a poor 
widow's son : they want one who will Mrield resistlessly 
the sword of death, not one who releases victims 
from his fell grasp. Yet day by day some humble 
soul believes, and obtains gifts of priceless value. 
The Pharisee invites our Lord to his table ; reclining 
there, he eats — {St. Luke vii. 36). A trembling 
sinner has heard his precious words of love and 
truth, and beheld his power over death. The Holy 
Spirit stirs within her heart ; she loathes herself ; sin 
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is dethroned ; she feels the torments of grief and 
shame ; Love floods in ; repentance, faith, and love 
possess her soul : all her thoughts are on Jesus, 
their spring and source ; He alone can satisfy her 
new-bom wants ; trembling she seeks relief, seeks 
t^ show her heart's new love. What can she do ? 
Love is noble, generous, active ; like a river swollen 
by heavy floods it cannot dwell within the narrow 
channel, its ordinary course ; it is too full to remain 
within those straitened bounds ; it must find an out- 
let — ^it will force its way. What may she do ? She 
dare not seek His gaze — ^but she may come unseen — 
she may touch his feet. Love must approach its 
object ; must give something, be it only a smile or a 
tear. Strong love never makes a mean estimate of 
its object ; the world were small to give, if love be 
great ; she draws together all her worldly store ; 
alas ! that it is so small (but it is a precious oint- 
pient that she has bought) ; will He condescend — 
from one so vile — ^but love may not refrain because 
she is unworthy. He is pure, and He can make 
her worthy ; her sobbing heart finds an outlet afc her 
pyes ; rich floods of tears fall unchecked on his dear 
feet— with her bright hair Gove surrenders aU, and 
this hath been her pride), with her bright hair she 
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dries them — tixe alabaster vase yields its treasure, 
perfume drawn from the wealth of India's sunny 
fiel4s. Love grows bolder ; }ier lips are on His feet 
-^her trembling haads gently press tbem as that 
dolicioas ointment ruQS over them ; they must im- 
bibe it all; and therp, in speechless bli|3S, she lingers 
— (St. Luke viL 37, 38). The doubting Pharisee 
is sneering in his heart. '' No prophet thi3, or he 
would have known how sinful is her touch." Jesus 
k4ows his thought, and rebukes it — (39—47). Yet 
npt one word for her ? Love lifts to heaven. List t 
*^ Go in peace ; thy faith hath saved thee*' — (48 — 50). 
Where is now the sinner ? She is pure ! and thus 
shall it be with thee, sinner, if love bring thee to 
His feet — ^then^Iike the Fhoemx, thy spirit shall spring 
renewed from out the ashes of thy guilt — ^for faith 
applies the precious blood of Christ to thee. Thy 
sins may be great and numberless. What of that ? 
K great thy love, thy faith hath power with God j 
thy sin is all destroyed. There was no touch of 
guilt on his blessed feet ; all that He felt was the 
hand of loving faitL Will you buy thus for Him 
the precious ointment, and pour it over his dear feet ? 
Wm you bring tears and kisses-bring the fond 
heart's warm sighs-biing your most prized things 
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for his service? True love never rests in words 
alone. Thou hast here on earth many a child of 
Christ overwhelmed with woes — ^produce thy oint- 
ment ; behold, here for thee are Christ's dear feet ; 
bring eympathy — ^bring love, the rich gold of the 
heart ; and earthly gold as well, if thou hast it — 
pour it out — because thou lovest Christ — ^and Christ 
will see it. " Who to my meanest gives, bestows on 
me." But there is a converse, ** Who to my least 
denies, doth me refuse I" 

When we look on this grasping, struggling 
worlds and think on that dread last day, when all 
professed love shall be proved before the angels 
and the whole human race — O God, may true love 
to thee be found in us ! 

The tempest rages — {St. Luke viii. 22 — 25). The 
vessel labours in the foaming sea — ^but He sleeps. 
Fear wakes him with its cries ; he chides the ele- 
ments, and there is a calm I ** Why did ye fear, O 
ye of little faith?" Thus He stUl speaks, "What can 
harm you if I am with you I" His disciples seem 
to have been more astonished at this than at all his 
previous miracles ; their personal fears magnified it 
— ^it came home to themselves ; they had seen devils 
yield, sickness cured, life restored ; but what were 
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devils, sickness^ death mth others, compared with 
stoims and billows ejecting them? "The winds 
and the sea obey him !" They own the Christ — ^but 
they do not yet realise that Christ is God. 

From victory to victory — {St. Luke viii. 26 — 36)- 
Christ preaches faith and love, and shows God in 
deeds of power. The yelling maniac is at his feet ; 
the fiend is seized with terror, and supplicates, 
" Jesus, thou son of God !" Devils, then, may pray, 
and their prayers be answered. " Torment me not/' 
And Jesus grants^ the prayer. They beseech him 
that in leaving their victim they may enter the herd 
of swine. It is granted. But even God's gifts are 
fatal, and a source of woe to the impenitent ; without 
repentance and restraining Love, the richest bounties 
of heaven would be bestowed in vain. Were the 
bright realms of heaven given to fiends, those fiends, 
unchanged, would make of them another hell. The 
goaded swine rush from the hiU-side into the lake, 
plunging into its depths with fearful cries. The 
bubbling waters close over them — ^they are all 
destroyed; while he whom Christ released sits at 
his feet, clothed, and in his right mind. He crosses 
the lake. The crowd there awaits him. They hail 
his presence, because his mercies flow in so full and 
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unceasing a stream. Love sheds light around his 
every step ; miseiyand pain are everywhere; every- 
where there are suppliants, and earthly misery 
always finds relief when it comes to Him who can 
also save from everlasting pain — (St Luke viii. 41, 
42). That misery brought Jairus to Christ's feet ; 
and, bleaaed in the affliction that brings anyone 
there, a suppliant to Heavenly Love. Death hath 
struck Jairus's only daughter ; she is struggling in 
his cold embrace. '^ Oh, come and save 1" And 
Jesus, pitying, goes. But there are many stricken 
ones in that multitude ; and fiuth is working there in 
mighty power. A wretched woman — (St Luke viii. 
43— 48)— has been for long years the prey of sore 
disease, has spent all her means in vain on physicians, 
and was penniless and hopeless when she heard of 
Jesus. Despair gave place to hope, the fitdt of faith. 
Her soul has embraced the secret of his power. She 
does not need a word from Him ; if she can only 
touch the hem of his garment with the tip of her 
finger, his Divine might will flow to her relief and 
heal her. She struggles with the throng ; whoever 
impedes her is an enemy — she must approach Him ; 
complaint and angry menace are in vain ; she presses 
forward ; she hears nothing ; can see but one object ; 
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fidth has all to gain ; she seeks her Saviour ; she is 
drawing near — ^again — once more — ^now — ^now she 
touchea Ah ! she is healed — disease drains no more 
the fountain of her life : exhausted, jet enraptured, 
there she stands, her eyes swimming with joy, her 
hands upraised to heaven I But wilt thou compre- 
hend the wondrous power of &ith ? The Saviour 
had felt the healing virtue flow from him at that 
touch of faitL ^' Who touched my clothes ?** 
'^ Master, the multitude press thee.'' No; it was 
not the pressure of a curious crowd. ^' Somebody 
hath taiiched me, for I feel that virtue hath gone out 
of me." The whole world, impelled by mere curiosity, 
could never obtain what that small finger drew forth, 
when, nerved by faith, it touched those few threads 
of the Bedeemer's garment. Fear now springs on 
Faith's bold vigorous shoulders, and brings the trem- 
bling conqueror to His feet. She reveals all — ^her 
sorrow, her faith, her success. He confirms her 
victory with his blessing, while Jaims receives the 
heavy tidings, ^' Trouble not the Master, thy child is 
dead." But fidth is often infectious — ^will not flow 
in those narrow channels which reason assigns ; and 
as it was bestowed, so it is increased by Heaven. 
Christ beholds faith in his heart, gives him a con- 
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Boling word, and proceeds at once with the father, 
Peter, James, and John The hired mourners are at 
the abode— the voice of grief is shrill and loud. 
Christ rebukes the hirelings, '^ The maiden, is not 
dead, but sleepeth/' They laugh him to scorn — ^but, 
all beside thrust forth, he, with the three and the 
parents, remains with the youth&l corpse. Death 
hath killed her smile and closed her eyes ; sweet 
fresh flowers have been strewed over her — ^the maiden 
fillet binds her head, and there she lies in fiiU array 
of Death's virgin bride. But he shall not hide her 
in his lone rocky chamber. The mighty Saviour lifts 
her little hand ; it is no longer Death's ; she lives ; 
at His command, '^ Talitha cumi I" she moves — she 
rises from her couch — she is in a fond father's arms — 
her kiss replies to his caress, and the bright light of 
life is beaming richly once again from her lustrous 
eyes — {St Mark v. 36 — 43). Did not judicial 
blindness seal the eyes of Judah, she could not fail 
to see that the great Conqueror was indeed at her 
gates. How could she doubt in view of deeds like 
these ; a look — a touch — ^the flat sunk bosom swells 
again with life-the immortal spirit is restored to its 
home of flesh ; Death makes no delay in delivering 
up his spoil. One solitary miracle like this would 
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evidence Divine commission — ^but this incessant flow 
of Divine power, this wondrous amplitude of miracle, 
might satiate the most obstinate incredulity. The 
maiden raised to life, the blind next receive succour 
— {St. Matthew ix. 27 — ^30). "Have mercy on us, 
thou Son of David !" is their cry; the Saviour seems 
not to heed it — He goes on His way — but they follow 
— ^they will not be neglected ; persistent faith cannot 
fail of obtaining rich gifts of mercy — ^the measure of 
&dth is the measure of success. " Believe ye that I 
am able to do this 1" '' Yea, Lord." His fingers 
press the closed lids. " According to your faith be 
it unto you." And faith was there in power, for, 
behold, they see ! 



I 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

FROM VICTORY TO VICTORY. 

O NSVKR mnoe Love drew her beauteous fingers 

over the earthy and decked it with its verdant robe 

and floral beauty ; never since she descended with 

her doud and flame, to give inhabitants to the sea, 

the earth, the air ; form Eden, and create and place 

man therein ; never since then hath this world beheld 

80 much of Love. What were the slaughter of all 

Israel's enemies compared with the healing of this 

huge mass of human woe ! What the glory of ten 

millions dead upon the battle-field, to these bright 

triumphs over the hosts of pain ! It is surely no 

marvel that wearied and fainting multitudes coming 

from afar, should follow this great Saviour. Full of 

compassion, He finds a remedy for this; sending 

forth His Apostles, dependent on Him for daily 

supplies of gifts and strength; they shall go to towns 

and cities, restore the sick, cure lepers, and cast out 

-^'-'^Is. Bearers of peace, they are to rely solely on 
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God, and are promised a welcome for the Gospel's 

8aka Peace will flow at their behest, if the house 

in which they bestow it be worthy ; if not, it will 

return to them ; for nothing can be lost of God's gifts. 

Though human reason never could have devised 

a scheme that fills all heaven with wonder — ^though 

it may find it difficult to understand that blessed 

union of God and Man in Christ, which is the sole 

ground of our hope, yet it can readily comprehend 

that this great mystery, existent on earth, must 

necessarily appear with an unparaUeled pomp ; that 

a majesty defying all comparison, mtist surround the 

Incarnate God ; and this, not a glory of degree — ^but 

absolute, unlimited, imminent — ^an intangible and 

uncontrived reality — ^a glory of visible results from 

invisible means — ^the power of Heaven with man, 

man's form between, without admixture of human 

agency to veil the all-amazing power. And what 

could so well realise these conditions, as this dazzling 

pomp of miracle, so grand, so incomprehensible, 

and yet so real ? The gloiy of the Divine could not 

borrow from the pride of man : when man and Deity 

appear together, or immingled, as in Christ, one 

must cast the other deeply into shade. No earthly 

glow could live in the presence of the Eternal Un- 

l 2 
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create, who could not, therefore, shine in the robes 
of human power. The smallest glowworm or firefly 
that sparkles in eastern or southern night, hath an 
enormous proportion with regard to the sun, in 
comparison with that which the greatest possible 
human regal splendour, could have in presence of 
the feeblest emanation from the Divine. All the 
world's diadems united, were but as a grain of dust 
with Him who lights up all space with worlds of 
brilliance; bright embroidered spots in His wide- 
spread robes of glory. Christ stands so high above 
all human position, so immeasurably grand, that 
earth could not give Him lustre ; it must come from 
Him; and it does come in a full and unceasing flow. 
His self-appointed task is not confined to a limited 
space or a brief period, but stretches out to the 
whole world, and to unending time. His work must 
therefore stand uncompromised — ^unmixed with those 
material aids which are employed by the kings of 
the earth ; so that unbelief may never find excuse by 
comparing the record of His miracles, with the tales 
of royal sycophants. Had we been told that the 
blind, the deaf, the lame, the leper, were brought 
into His presence amid the splendours of a sump- 
tuous court — ^that from the throne on which He sat, 
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lustrous with earthly gems, health, strength, hearing, 
sight, flowed to them ; that the dead placed before 
a golden footstool were restored to life ; that the 
presumptuous tempest daring to rend the silken 
sails of His gilded bark, and the sea lashed thereby 
into foaming rage, were rebuked and calmed in a 
moment by the raised finger of a jewelled hand, we 
might well have had our suspicions that these were 
but tales of courtly flattery, the rhapsodies of some 
pensioned muse. Had Christ reigned as an earthly 
king, misery, woe, and death, would have some- 
time come from Him — for the last is ever associate 
with human sway, and the others are close attend- 
ants on it. And what is all courtly splendour, but 
a glittering bait for the vulgar mind, where man's 
real dignity is sunk amid the trappings which have 
been furnished by oppression and wrong — where 
vanity is self-charmed, and man becomes to himself 
a god to be worshipped ? for earth's false pomp and 
glitter hide the soft light of truth, and become too 
often the gaudy snare of sin. But God in Christ 
Jesus relinquished for a time his heavenly state, 
not to dazzle, but to enlighten and to redeem. He 
from whom the sun draws light, could have no 
vanity that needed display. He hath declared 
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pardon to man, and would lift him from the gilt folly 
of sin, to see and enjoy God. He comes to teach 
that it is purity and truth which make man great; 
that stripped of every adventitious aid, and trusting 
only in God, he becomes a king; growing in 
stature, till at length he shall share God's throne, 
and be partaker of His majesty — while, if he 
makes this fleeting world his only aim, he must 
lose that eternal reality. Christ takes not upon Him 
any earthly state; but a glorious celestial efflux, 
which mind cannot fully comprehend, shows Him of 
unapproaxjhable dignity. Standing on the graasy 
mount, or the lake's rough shore, or in the humble 
bark of the fisherman. His voice and touch give 
health and life; healing virtues flow through His 

humble garments. And what does He teach? 
Himiility, peace, truth, love, equity. " Bepent and 
believe, and give your hearts to God." Open as day. 
His words and actions court the evil eye of hate, 
and the rancorous thought of envy. Unbelief beholds 
with rage the wondrous beauty of His works and 
words. Scribe, Pharisee, and Sadducee revile where 
they are unable to deny the manifestation of Divine 
power. ^' He hath a devil " — {St. Matt, xii 22 — 37). 
Triumphantly He refutes the blasphemous falsehood. 
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Now scribe and Pharisee demand a sign. " There 
shall no sign be given them but the sign of the 
Prophet Jonas'' — {St Matt xii. 38 — 42). Nineveh 
shall rise against them in judgment, for Jonas spake 
and she repented ; the Queen of Sheba shall con- 
demn them, for she came to hear the wisdom of 
Solomon, but a greater than Solomon is here. 
And curse must follow I '' Woe unto thee, 
Chorazin ! woe unto thee, Bethsaida ! " — {St Matt 
XL 21—30). 

Jerusalem hath been summoned, and some few, 
convinced by His miracles, have believed. Again He 
goes up to the feast. He hath already driven the 
unholy traffickers out of the Temple, but still the 
deeper guile and falsehood remain. The stately 
pile hath been enriched by the guilty Herod, the 
murderer of Bethlehem's children. But God's 
glory hath never inhabited it. Six hundred years 
have passed since that glory departed firom the first 
Temple, and it has never descended on the second. 
Yet the lips of holy inspiration have pronounced 
that it should excel the first in glory. And it hath 
exceeded. God in Christ is teaching within its 
walls. Mighty miracles establish the fact of the 
Divine presence ; but, alas I the eyes that greedily 
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watch for wealth and thrones do not desire such a 
King ; or such a glory as He exhibits. 

But although there hath been here no manifesta- 
tion as of old^ there is a periodical visitation by an 
angel of the Pool of Bethesda^ to show that God still 
turns His eyes towards that favoured city, so loved 
until it loathed and became a traitor to Him. This 
pool has five porches, where misery and disease con- 
gregate; where hope that may rest no more on 
human skill, but looks to God alone, waits for the 
troubling of the waters by heavenly wings — ^waits 
with keen and anxious watchfulness, for only to him 
who first shall enter the troubled waters, does the 
healing virtue flow. One wretched impotent man 
hath been thirty-eight years at this last resort of 
misery. Never could he reach the blessed water — 
another hath entered whenever it has been troubled 
— ^yet there he waits, for hope will hang upon the 
slenderest thread, and there is no help elsewhere. 
The Saviour comes ; One who knows and feels all 
his sorrows, and whose bosom swells with compas- 
sion — and he is made whole ! — {St. John v. 1 — 15). 
Else — take up thy bed and walk ! He hears — he 
feels — he rises — he lifts his bed — he is gone ! The 
bed is but as a feather, and on he hastens from the 



DIVINE LOVE. 157 

scene of his protracted suflTering. The Jews arrest 
his progress. It is not lawful for him to carry his 
bed on the Sabbath-day. But his heart is too Aill 
of radiant joy for care to enter. " He who cured 
me, bade me take up my bed and walk." They knew 
him — all Jerusalem knew of him as the helpless 
waiter at Bethesda; but Hypocrisy never felt a 
brother^s pangs ; there is no bounding of their heart 
that God hath sent relief to that poor sufferer, and 
rent for him the bonds of material woe; they feel 
no grateful rapture at the mighty deed, but reject 
and seek to slay the Healer, alleging excuse and 
justification in God's dishonoured day. The dark- 
ness is deepened in their hearts, the rancour of their 
hate becomes more strong, because He assumes 
Divine honours, proclaiming himself the foimt of 
eternal power, in whom the glories of the Godhead 
shine — {St. John v. 19 — 47). 

Eejoice, thou stormy sea ; again His feet are on 
thy strand; again thy shores resound with His 
blessed voice — {St. John vi. 1 — 14). His disciples 
have returned, and recount with joy their victories. 
To escape the multitude they withdraw by stealth 
to the desert; but beseeching woe, ever on the 
Saviour's track, follows and overtakes them. 
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Christ heals their sick^ and pours His blessed 
precepts. His holy laws, into their ears — ^laws that 
would make one common brotherhood on earth. 
The day is &r spent — ^the multitudes are wearied 
and hungry — ^they must disperse and seek food in the 
neighbouring towns. " Will they not faint ? " asks 
the tender Saviour ; '* give them to eat/* His 
disciples remonstrate ; two hundred pennyworth of 
bread would not suflBce, and they have only five 
loaves and two small fishes. '' Bid the multitude 
sit down." Behold them by hundreds and fifties on 
the grass, all eyes fixed on Him at whose feet the 
loaves and fishes, that poor provision for thousands, 
are lying. Behold Him, with that cahn aapect of 
supreme command which indicates the consciousness 
of power. All are mute with expectation. He 
takes the food — looks to heaven, blesses, breaks it, 
and delivers it to His disciples to distribute to the 
people who are craving. But need finds an all- 
exhaustless store; the people feed till all are 
satisfied — all filled — ^and yet food remains; oh, 
none can be denied when the Saviour gives — not 
even repletion may fancy unsatisfied appetite ! Is 
not ibis a glorious emblem of the Gospel scheme, 
with its amazing Divine bounty ? It points trium- 
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phantly to the exhaustless riches of Bedemption; 
the world may come^ and they do but abound the 
more. But " gather up the fragments." Twelve 
baskets full ! ^adows of apostolic wealth for ran- 
somed man, when the Saviour himself, having com- 
pleted Love's mighty work, shall have gone away to 
heaven. All they bestow must first come firom Him ; 
and when they have supplied all, they might still 
relieve more. Dost thou hunger ? come — prostrate 
thy heart — Christ does not give food until there is 
hunger in the soul; but come to Him with thy 

» 

cravings, and thou shalt find what the eye never saw 
until the Holy Spirit's wondrous light burst upon it 
and removed from its pupil the obscuring film — a 
banquet of inefiable delight. Still eating, thou shalt 
still more hungry feel, as Love untiring supplies 
thee. But thou must rely solely upon Love, dr 
thou wilt never feel this want, and yet wilt die of 
fimine. Love is looking for thee ; she hath pity on 
thee as on the cripple at the Bethesda's Pool. He 
had hoped by his own poor strength to reach the 
healing waters, but, brought at last to feel his utter 
helplessness. Love supplied the strength — Love 
alone wrought the cure. By His own power He 
feeds the 5,000 — He restores the dead. Such power 
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could form a world firom chaos or from nothing, and 
create all the living wonders of earth, all the brilliant 
worlds that deck the blue expanse of sky. Doth He 
make form and substance — ^ve life and soul? surely 
all existence might flow from that self-same hand. 
It is God showing His wondrous might, the great 
myBtery of creation, to the eyes of man ; hungry 
thousands have seen, felt, tasted food that never 
cleaved the sea with fin, never sprang from 
the furrows of the earth. This was a great de- 
monstration to vulgar sense. Feed the multitude as 
well as heal them ? without getting one inch nearer 
heaven, they yet believe in a power that bestoweth 
gifis. Food without labour or care ? Clouds might 
withhold their showers — locusts come in devouring 
annies — but with a king like this ! Truth may be 
unheeded, while material interests ensnare the clay- 
bound soul. This leaven is also in the heart of 
ChnBt'a discinles, and He sends them away so that if 
I crowd should utter its musings, tiiey 
le exposed to temptation. He then 
I multitude, and repairs to the summit 
tain, communing with His own high 
prayer. great example I Should 
' on thee the power of working good, 
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get away from the contagion of pride, and turn thy 
grateful heart alone to God, for there humility will 
go with thee — ^thou wilt feel thy littleness, and God, 
well pleased, shall grant thee all thou wilt — 
{St. John vi. 16 to end). The bark, beaten by 
opposing winds, is tossing on a boisterous sea ; and 
the thoughts of the wearied crew are drawn toward 
Him who had before stilled the tempest, and had 
even but now fed hungry multitudes. They toil at 
the oar, and labour heavily — ^they are in mid-sea — 
a human form approaches them — ^the sea is as the 
solid ground beneath his feet ; they are alone — ^the 

Master is away — ^this spirit comes on nearer and 
nearer — ^they shrink aghast with fear — ^when lo ! 
His beloved voice is heard, " Fear not — ^be of good 
courage — ^it is I." Strange perversity — He has con- 
trolled the winds — created food — ^mastered every 
form of material ill — ^recalled the departed soul — and 
robbed the worm of his prey. What limit could 
there then be to His power ? to the full performance 
of His will ? But in all that passes weak man's 
conception, the Tree of Reason does not seem to 
bear the fruit of Faith ; and each succeeding miracle 
only shows more strongly, the deep distrust that 

r 

lies concealed within the sinful hearts of these 
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dioGen men. Peter, however, always first in speech 
and action, seems to think his faith is vigorous 
enough, and not even the doubt implied by his words 
*' if it 6e," can show him his weakness. '* Come," 
says the Lord. He leaves the boat ; he walks the 
aea ; but fear intrudes ; and the mere shade of doubt 
is ponderous as lead — the sea, that before sprang 
elastic under his feet, now yields to every pressure, 
and the waves climb and cling around him. Hope- 
less and helpless he cries aloud, *' Lord, save, or I 
perish ! " and the dear Lord responds as He ever will 
to such a prayer. He stretches forth the hand of 
mercy : the waters become as adamant — ^His foot 
rests firmly on them. O thus on life's rough sea, 
go thou to God, thou fainting soul of mine— rely on 
Him, then shall His outstretched hand uphold thee, 
and furious billows will roU harmless by ! 

A wretched child of earth will feel or affect 
anger at the slightest mistrust, and cutting accents 
will then fall from the lips of wounded pride, '' Did 
I ever refuse ? — ^to doubt is to insult me." But O 
how divinely tender the reproof to Peter — " Why 
didst thou doubt, O thou of little faith ?" How £ull 
of welcome; and now that faith which wavered 
I, -XI- ^-.*ome vigorous and strong, trusting in Him 
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for all its strength. They regain the bark; the 
impeding'winds subside — space vanishes at a breath ; 
and swift as if borne on rays of light, unknowing 
how, they have reached in a moment the desired 
shore. This pile of wonders overpowers them ; the 
might of Omnipotence compels them ; they own the 
Son of Grod — and prostrate, they worship. 

The peopled country round Gennesaret pours 
forth its sick to meet Him. There is at least one 
faith — all acknowledge His power to heal ; they only 
desire now to touch His garments, certain that 
health wiU flow ; they touch, they are whole. They 
whom He fed in the desert, foUow Him to 
Capernaum, amazed how He had passed the lake. 
Christ shows them reprovingly that the food which 
perishes is all they seek, and counsels them to seek 
for that which brings eternal Ufe, and which the Son 
of Grod alone can bestow. He is the Bread of Life 
—His flesh is meat. His blood is drink indeed ; who 
eateth lives for ever ; he cannot die. The words He 
speaks are spirit, and are life. 

Convince the world of Sin I Ah, now as in the 
days of Jesus on earth, he indurates the heart, and 
blinds mankind to that innate depravity, through 
whidi many of the so-called wisest^ are in reality 
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the extremest foola of earth. For what is earthly 
time, the complicated maze of worldly joy, wealth, 
honour, care ; what is it but a mere small shining 
mote upon the sunbeam of eternity ; its little 
brilliance derived only from the ray on which it 
briefly lives t Earth's vile necessities enchain the 
man, and he who might become a king, rests a 
willing slave ; deeming the honours real that men 
confer, as though there were realities here below, 
where fleeting days and flitting lives reiterate and 
confirm the truth, that even those which wear the 
most solid semblance, are but shadowy delusions, 
cheating the sense the more surely to ensnare the 
soul. If the whole sum of earthly time be thus but 
a mere mote, surely that portion of it allotted to 
each individual man, should seem beyond conception 
infinitely small, and too mean to hold in bondage an 
immortal soul. But yet it so blinds him, that he wiU 
not regard the immeasurable sea of Eternity, on 
which his earth makes one little voyage, and then, 
dashed on the rock of Sin, is broken and perishes. 
riLriBt. (»allB tn liim \b this mean, worthless condition, 
ling, and I will make thee great ; 
of heavenly strength ; desire that 
hall feed you ; my blood give you 
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vigour ; and from both shall flow sweet peace here, 
and eternal life hereafter." 

But man will fancy that he possesses his wealth 
in or within himself-wUl compaxe himself with other 
worms of earth, than this more wise, than that more 
fair— who seems most mean, stiU finding some one 
meaner in his eyes : he feels not that he is vile, 
impure, corrupt, debased ; and the more he sees of 
earth, the more he loves its snares. He hath a keen 
and insatiate appetite for material gifts, and his hand 
is ever extended for them ; through cheating sense 
he can believe in them ; but that this guilty soul 
needs the blood of Christ ! like the Jews he cries, 
" give earthly food," and though earth's empyrosis 
may be at hand — ^though his bier may be waiting 
near his door, he quits his Saviour for every paltry 
and perishing trifle. 

St Matt. XV. — Scribes and Pharisees clamour 

because of the breach of some vain forms by His 

disciples ; their hands are not washed at stated 

periods ! Tiudition is set above the law of Grod, 

the living law of Love, and Christ shows their 

error ; that pollution comes not from the unwashed 

hands, but from the corrupt heart, where theft, 

adultery, and murder breed ; and where evil thoughts 

m 
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and blasphemies, engender damning words and 
deeds. It is vain to go to heaven with prayer and 
praise, while the heart is the willing home of mon- 
strous guilt and evil. 

The wise men of Jerusalem cavil about vain 
outward forms, while Gentile hearts admit the 
precious root of faith, which is ever prolific in 
blessings. Behold the earnest woman of Sidon, 
how she clings to her admitted hope. Have mercy, 
Lord, my child is in the power of Satan 1 In vain 
they chide ; she is prostrate at His feet. Oh, help 
me. Lord I ** It is not right to cast the children's 
bread to dogs." " True, Lord, but the dogs may eat 
of the fallen crumbs/' And she prevails, for " great 
is her faith." 

Pursued thus by importunity. He turns to 
Galilee. The multitude bring blind, lame, maimed 
to Jesus' feet, and all who seek mercy are healed. 
During three long days the crowd attend Him amid 
the barren wastes of the mountains. Again He 
displays His creative power; again, with a few 
small loaves He feeds the assembled, hungry multi- 
tudes ; while the gathered fragments far exceed the 
meagre stock which supplied so great an abundance 
at His command. O Love in human flesh hath 
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shown her might, and yet rebellious Man will not 
cx)nfess her empire I For what but Love, combined 
with boundless power, would or could thus pursue 
to bless him ; thrust benefits on ingratitude, and 
yearn for souls which neither Love nor power can 
subdue? She is always shining around him ; ever 
waiting about his feet with blessings. If Man 
would only reoLson. Beason is his pride ; though 
pale indeed its light in presence of her glowing 
beauty, her empyrean flame, recLSon hath for him 
a mighty fascination ; though Heaven bestowed it, 
he claims it as his own ; and yet it cannot teach 
him, since its power has in him become dissociate 
from Love, that he who thus can bless, must also 
possess undoubted power to destroy; and yet he 
bears the taunt, the gibe, the sneer ; and where man 
might well look for vengeance, breathes only the 
sweetest love. 

The beloved disciple gave words to such a 

thought and received severe rebuke — {St Luke 

ix. 51 — 56). He would have had fire descend from 

heaven (as in the case of Elijah) and consume the 

villagers of Samaria who refused to admit the 

Saviour. "Ye know not what spirit ye are of" 

And thus men securely brave Him whom the 

m 2 
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exalted hosts of heaven obey, because only Love's 
gentle graces shed their light around Him, and there 
is now no devouring flame ; brave Him, from whom 
heaven and earth shall flee away when Love's hand 
shall cease to be stretched out to save, and shelter 
from the ripened vengeance of the Lord Almighty. 

Yet to some hearts, though few, the truth has 
become manifest ; and they believe in Him. His 
chosen followers, although filled with desires of 
earthly dignity, have been subdued by Love. They 
have not yet received that light of the Divine Spirit, 
which was to chase away the dense mists of their 
material desires ; they are still captivated by visions 
of earthly thrones and dignities, and know that His 
power to confer these is boundless, if He so will ; 
but faith is in their hearts, and Love's glowing fruit 
will ere long appear in rich abundance. The feeble 
glimmering that has stolen upon them will end in 
glory ; and Love will reveal to them all her sublime 
realities. Their heart's deep devotion atones for 
their earthly ambition ; the Christ now stands re- 
vealed in all their hearts ; the Divinity hath ap- 
peared to them through the flesh ; Love's precious 
precepts are gliding through the chambers of their 

' \ and will xdtimately prevail over all. The 
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time that His infinite wisdom hath appointed for 
the performance of His earthly work, is now nearly 
at an end. His disciples are His future witnesses, 
and He prepares them for the glorious office. He 
questions, he confides ; he hears, he replies ; and 
knowing their secret thoughts he would test their 
truth— (fi't Mait xvi. 13—20). "Whom do men 
say that I am ? . . . And whom say ye that I am ? 
Thou art the Christy the Son of the living God.'* 
Our Saviour says that this is a direct revelation 
from God to the disciple's soul, and that upon this 
great truth — that He is the Christ, the Son of the 
living God, He will build His Church ; and that the 
gates of hell shall not prevail against it. 

St. Matt. xvi. 21 — 28. — ^What ? He with whom 
they hoped to rule over conquered nations, become 
the bloody prey of insulting priests and scribes? 
He, beneath whose sceptre they, too, had hoped for 
sceptres. He to wear the ghastly garments of death 
instead of Royal Robes ? What ! He not fulfil those 
brilliant prophecies ? and can men have power over 
His life ? Difficult, indeed, would it be to estimate 
the conffict produced by these solemn truths. His 
mighty miracles establish that He is the glorious 
Messiah of the prophets; and they, partaking of 
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their nation's gross delusion, have been looking for 
earthly thrones^ whenever He should deem the 
moment oome for establishing His sway in Jerusalem, 
thence to rule all nations by His resistless power. 
They only differed from the crowd in that they loved 
the Christ ; that beneath His lowly mien they saw 
the King ; and that their faith in His power was 
steadfast Oh, naught but love within them, could 
have withstood the test of those piercing words, 
which, while they were yet unenlightened in the 
scheme of redemption, dispelled all the fond dreams 
of their worldly ambition. There is a struggle 
within them, between light and the deepest darkness. 
They love Him, and He hath power, not alone to 
govern, but to make a world ; and yet, death near ? 
no glory ? no dominion ? no pomp ? no power ? but, 
instead, shame, scorn, suffering, dismay, and death ! 
Can reason reconcile these things ? The Christ of 
the prophets with these ? And yet this is He. Let 
destruction come, they love Him. Love hath esta- 
blished her empire within them. But the conflict 
bums fiercely in ardent Peter's heart. He will not 
that his Master shall be thus put to shame. '' This 
be far from thee. Lord," &c. This to Him, who saw 
before him the garden of Gethsemane 1 to Him who 
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said, " Lo, I come, to do thy will, Lord 1" Is it 
strange that the rebuke should be stem, burning, 
and severe ? This, instead of being from God, is 
pronounced to be a direct suggestion of Satan to 
Peter. *' Get thee behind me, Satan, for thou 
sayourest not the things that are of God." 

Ah I still with love they gather round Him. He 
may not be the world s king, but He is their King. 
All hearts, save that of Judas, confess Him as their 
Lord ; and with meek submission take the command 
to lose their lives for His sake. 

Behold Christ's kingdom ! behold the consum- 
mation of Love's mighty plan. He who rejects 
Love embraces perdition; for Love in God and 
Christ shall rule over all. Let not Love, then, reveal 
her charms to thee in vain ; be hers, that she may 

own thee in that great day of earth's final and fiery 
trouble — that she may conceal thy misery beneath 
her ample robe, and shield thee, as she alone can 
shield, from that dread tide of Divine justice which 
must then sweep away guilty man. Oh, love, love 
Him who died for thee ! God pardons all for Love's 
dear sake. What are this world's fleeting baubles 
when compared with Love's transcendent glories? 
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Tear every cherished sin from out thy breast — ^if 
thou hast not yet loved, b^in without delay. Is 
that cherished sin a little one? How dost thou 
know? There are no Uttle sins as viewed from 
helL That sin which seems to thee so small, may 
be the prolific parent of ten thousand heinous ones, 
and thou be charged with all the fatal progeny. 

Flee to Love — ^she seeks — she longs to save thee ; 
she would not have thee perish : go not down to the 
tomb with thy trespass on thy head— or Love may 
hide her face ; and who would dare, alone, to 
encounter Justice ! 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE TRANSFIGURATION. 

There is much of the grand; enchanting, and sub- 
lime among the things around us. Reason may 
send her proud inquiring gaze among the* brilliant 
orbs above, estimate their bulk and weight, and 
define their ethereal course. Imagination may roam 
delighted amid the mysteries of her tenement of 
clay, and its realm of earth ; may sound the depths 
of ocean ; trace nature's operations there ; seize on 
their wonders, and hold them up in triumph as 
^x>nqaest8 of the so-called immaterial. Fancy may 
snatch the prize, exhibit with impassioned earnest* 
ness its simple channs ; show its varying prismatic 
hues ; dissect, divide it, place its components within 
her kaleidoscope's wUd faiiy ring, and produce new 
forms, as forms not less new dissolve. Science may 
plunge among the hidden mysteries of nature, 
schooling the soul with indestructible atoms ; and 
gain such trace of the laws by which God hath 
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regulated matter, and sustains it in its appointed 
course and action, as may well awe the feeble brain 
by its majestic wonders ; but alas ! in all these, man^ 
instead of elevation of his soul to God in praise, is 
but too apt to be lost in self-admiration and conceit, 
and to dim the heavenly fires in the corrupt light of 
his own fancied glory. It is only he who follows 
the amazing scheme of Love in Man's redemption, 
who can set himself aside; and then, enraptured, 
he sees nothing but Love, floating resplendent 
through the realms of heaven. 

And lighting on the world with radiant wings. 
Whose dazzling brilliance hides its thrones and kings. 
Conceals the fimcied sparkling things of time 
In that vast flood, immeasurably sublime 
Of light, that from eternity derives, 
And through eternity undimmed surviyes. 

But we may not tarry. Love is in mighty work. 
Behold the glories of the Saviour's brow ! Here is 
something that imagination may dwell upon with 
ever-increasing delight ! — {St. Luke ix. 28 — 36). 
Transfiguration — word of boundless power, that 
inundates the loving soul with joy! Who may 
listen unthrilled to the heavenly testimony to 
Christ's divinity — ^that He is the beloved Son of the 
Eternal Father ? what beatitude for those who 
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are thus permitted to behold (the £sivoured three) ^ 
a faint resemblance of God's own abode^ and to 
listen to tlie marvellous accents of Eternal Love I 
These most love Christ, and to them Love exceeds 
in her beneficence. Doubt or unbelief never obtains 
the revelation of her precious things. There can be' 
no admission to her mysteries, until faith hath first 
unsealed the dim and darkened eyes, and draws her 
own divine unrivalled face upon their retina. And 
thus to him who hath, Love gives more, and 
heavenly things thus conquer the things of heaven. 
Only a few days have passed since Christ pre- 
pared His awestruck friends for the dark hour 
of His approaching death, and upset the earthly 
thrones raised by their ambitious thoughts. This 
had not impaired their love, and now behold their 
great reward. With Him they ascend Mount Tabor, 
and there He shows them a trace of the sublime 
magnificence of His native glories. He becomes a 
Being of the purest light. His face, form, and robes 
pouring floods of radiance. Moses and Elias are 
there also, rich 'in heavenly sheen, and converse with 
Him of Calvary ! A cloud of glory descends and 
covers all ; the voice of the Eternal Father adds 
its tribute! Can we wonder that the three dis- 
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ciples sink breathless to the earth, transfixed 
with fear? 

Jesus touches them ; they arise. Christ only is 
there with them, and charges them not to reveal 
what they Uve «^ >mta .fler His re»ar«ction. 
Dost thou hear ? This wondrous spectacle was not 
for them alone. " When I am risen — ^tell I " Whea 
I have triumphed over death, then shall ye proclaim 
how I assumed this glory ! No miracle wrought, 
precept taught, or revelation made by Jesus, to 
cleanse the soul from darkening doubt, to warm and 
to invigorate the heart, but was wrought, taught, 
made, intended for thee and for me also. All are 
to him who doth acknowledge Christ, as though 
his eye had seen, and his ear had heard Him. 
But although this amazing sight was for us also. 
Love selected the time and witnesses, as leading step 
by step the way of her appointment. Jesus bases 
the Grospel proclaimed by Him on the Mount, upon 
a wondrous pile of miracle. Having established 
His authority before human eyes by demonstration 
of resistless might, He proclaims the Gospel code, 
and shows clearly the way to heaven. But if He 
should cease His demonstration of power, the past 
might fade from men's treacherous minds. Mirades, 
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therefore^ still accompany the proclamation of the 
words of life. Health, strength, a vigorous tide of 
blessings, flows from the glowing lips that preach 
the Gospel of peace. Do revelations of impending 
darkness, of persecution, deaih, the tomb, demand 
new strength of faith ? Love joins with these such 
new revelations of power in Jesus, as may serve to 
prove that whatever shall betide Him, must be only 
in accordance with His own will ; that against His 
will, no human hand could have power over Him, 
and that death must be voluntaiy — His own self- 
appointed and approved path of victoiy. In every 
step of Christ, from Jordan to the Ascent from 
Bethany, Love appears fondly bending to human 
weakness, and giving succour to halting faith, that it 
may persevere in the heavenly road, and endure till 
she come in her meridian splendour. Such mighlr- 
such power — and yet, to be put to death I What 
extremes of grandeur and humility ! He now re- 
veals to them that in John they saw the coming of 
Elias; repeats that the Son of Man must sufier 
shame, but that He will also burst the bonds of 
deatL Strange mysteries! They cannot compre- 
hend what is hidden in those dark words; that 
rising from the dead sinks deep into their hearts; and 
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yet they dare not question. Descending the Mount, 
they find a waiting multitude, and hear the voice of 
scornful scribes loud in disputation. The scene is 
soon explained — (St Mark ix. 14 — 18). A father is 
weeping bitterly for his unhappy child, tortured by 
a deaf and dumb spirit which is always striving 
to destroy him, and tears and lacerates his flesL 
Brought to the nine disciples during the absence of 
their Master on the Mount of Glory, the spirit had 
refused to obey them; and the exulting scribes 
crowd around, taunt, and revile them. The Father 
now appeals to Christ — {St. Mark ix. 22 — ^27). If 
thou canst give help, O have compassion I '' Canst 
thou believe ? ** is the indulgent reply. With belief 
nothing is impossible ; belief may obtain everything. 
Hark to the grand reply — the great Christian decla- 
ration and prayer to the end of earthly time, ''Zord, 
I believe ; help thou mine unbelief.** He believes ; but 
feare some lingering shade of doubt may stand 
between him and the desired succour. A faith that 
only doubts itself, and doubts not God, is a faith 
that is running the upward road — ^a faith that thus 
confesses its imperfection is a faith that conquers, 
that moves God to bless. All man's sufficiency 
must be in Christ alone, and then Love will fill the 
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heart with cause of joy. '' Increase my faith" No 
more mighty prayer than this can ascend to Heaven ; 
it owns the exhanstless fountain of faith; that it 
knows or can do nothing of itself, but casts all its 
burthen upon Love ! The Saviour orders the de- 
parture of the foul spirit ; he cries, rends, and 
then leaves his victim, who is restored and delivered 
to his father's arms. 

His disciples demand why the spirit had refused 
to obey them. There was unbelief in their hearts, 
and the fiend thus reproved their sin. The revela- 
tion lately made by their Master had engendered 
doubt — they loved, but feared; some portion of 
their confidence had gone with their departed vision 
of earthly thrones ; and when once faith had paled, 
their power was at an end. How mild and gentle 
the rebuke of Jesus to their self-convicted hearts : 
only believe, and what may withstand you ; had ye 
but faith like some small seed that grows all un- 
consciously, extends its roots, and uproars its grace- 
ful, verdant stem, then might ye with a word re- 
move this mountain into the sea. But for such a 
faith ye must bid adieu to fleshly desires, and prove 
by prayer that you rely on Heaven alone — (for 
what is prayer and fasting, but to own that man is 



180 THE C0UB8K OF 

▼ile, powerless^ debased, and impure, and rests on 
grace and Grod alone ; that having something ob- 
tained, he thirsts for more ?) 

While still in Gralilee Jesus confirms that He 
goes to meet betrayal, suffering, and death — ^but 
death, that He may triumph, for He will rise again. 
They are silent^ they mourn and grieve ; but doubt 
no more cavils ; pride no longer rejects ; they under- 
stand not, but they believe. He hath decreed it, and 
it must come to pasa He, who could in a moment 
hurl scribes, priests, Romans, and Jews to ruin, 
gives himself up, or those things could never be. 
Almighty as He is. He yet denies not tribute to con- 
stituted earthly power ; a fish supplies the demanded 
coin. Though their throne and earthly dignities are 
gone, they yet feel that distinctions await them, and 
journeying on, they dispute as to who shall be first 
in place. How man delights himself in vainglory, 
pride, ambition ! " Of what were ye reasoning ?'* 
There is no reply, for all feel self-convicted. He 

« 

takes a littie child in His fond arms — {St Mark 
ix. 36). He who would partake my power must 
first resemble this little child. Humility will 
secure the highest dignity there. He who is most 
humble, dependent, meek, obedient, is Heaven's 
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most glorious child^ and none shall offend such with 

impunity, for their angels always behold my Father's 

face in heaven. Yet some will offend, because they 

who are mine are like stars in the world, and men 

will hate the light they shed. I came to save the 

lost and perishing. like to the joy of a shepherd 

who searcheth the wilderness for a stray sheep and 

finds it, such is my joy over every repentant sinner ; 

there is joy in heaven; and the rescued one is 

dearer than sinless angels in my Father's sight. If 

any two of them on earth agree, surely their desire 

shall be obtained. 

Behold a father of two sons, one wild— one 

obedient. The latter remains beneath his parent's 

roof; the other, disdaining control or counsel, came 

to ruin, and when in want's hard pinching gripe in a 

far land, his father's name, his father's care return to 

memory ; his heart seeks his father's house, which is 

full of plenty, while he is dying of want ; he will 

arise and go and plead for mercy ; " I am not. 

worthy to be thy son — ^take me as thy servant." 

The parent, who has been watching if he shall come, 

beholds him afar off; he cannot tarry ; he bounds to 

meet his returning child ; he fondles him in his 

bosom, kisses and caresses him, calls for sumptuous 

n 
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* 

robes for him ; holds tenderly his lately degraded 
hand, places on his finger the evidence of power, 
slays the fatted calf, and bids all rejoice with him in 
his joy over the lost one now found ; over the dead 
one now restored to life — {St. Luke xv. 11 — 32). 

A quibbling lawyer — {St. Matt. xxii. 35 — 40) — 
demands how he may obtain eternal life. '' What 
saith the law ? " Thou shalt love the Lord thy God 
with all thy heart, with all thy soul, and with all 
thy mind, and thy neighbour as thyself. " This do, 
and live." But who is my neighbour ? Our beloved 
Lord replies with that exquisite parable of the good 
Samaritan — {St. Luke x. 30 — 37). The true Sama- 
ritan will soon find woes to succour. The lesson is 
until the judgment day. Let no one turn away his 
eyes from misery. It may have been specially 
placed before him by God for his ministration. 

A younger man, with a great stock of self- 
righteousness on hand, repeats this great question. 
He hath fulfilled all the law from his youth up. 
*^ Yet one thing thou lackest. Sell all that thou 
hast and give unto the poor, and thou shalt have 
treasure in heaven; and come, follow me" — 
{St. Luke xviii. 18 — 24). The truth grieves him — 
he is very rich, and he departs. 
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Too often, alas! man wills both earth and 
heaven, but, compelled to choose, gives the pre- 
ference to earth. The paltry hour of life, hath 
superior charms for him, and he buys his nothing 
with his eternal years. All should learn that 
happiness is not in riches — ^it is only to be found 
in the heart's content, the mind's freedom, the 
soul's pure health; in Love's abundance, who 
invests the heart, soul, mind, with her true riches, 
filling them with her golden stores. How hardly, 
saith the Saviour, shall the rich ascend to God; 
so great are the obstructions which riches create. 
Yet nothing is impossible with God : when He 
reUeves the spirit from their chain, they may become 
choice blessings; but continued watchfulness and 
prayer will be needed to keep the soul at liberty ; 
daily, hourly must the Holy Spirit's aid be sought, 
and then the riches will be fraught with blessings 
Why? Their possessor will regard them not as 
his own, but as a sacred trust confided to him by 
God : he will behold in wealth an instrument for 
working out God's purposes. Look at the sacred 
page; there is the chart, steering by which thou 
mayest keep thy bark in safety amid rocks and 

dangers, bringing her finally to that heavenly haven 

n 2 
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which ought to be the desire of eveiy immortal soul. 
But Love must be the pUot ; let her take the com- 
mand on that slippery deck, and thou wilt see at 
once thy danger^ and give her sole charge that she 
may regulate thy course : she leads a crew, obedient, 
of tried devotion, and of implicit trust in her ; these 
will man thy vessel, driving out the rabble that 
before defiled, and would have wrecked it ; for how 
can pride, vanity, hate, selfish greed, unforgiving 
anger, revenge, ostentation, lust, consort with Love ? 
Ambition cannot sail with her who so pales the 
world's poor tinsel glories ; thou wilt turn from their 
foul smoke-dinmied torch, to what doth bum with 
the pure, clear, ardent flame of Eternity; while 
faith and peace, gentleness and pity — zeal for God 
and Christ, and for human souls, that none may 
perish, and that His great fame may extend through 
all the world — ^these, all Love's chosen crew, attend 
'her at the helm : then will thy bark glide safely 
past each dangerous rock or sand, and thou wilt 
alrive finally at the harbour of eternal bliss. 

But if Love sail not with thee, behold, and tremble 
in thy pride — (St Luke xvi. 19 — 31). Stately and 
sumptuous is the mansion, and gaudy the host of 
attendant menials. There Luxury lolls on his couch 
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of gold and ivory^ and makes wealth the iiuDister of 
sin, for selfishness at least reigns there supreme ; 
self, the sole spring of action, the one darling dream 
of life ; self, whose restless lusts continually beget 
new appetites, which subservient wealth strains all 
its powers to gratify. Without, lies a beggar, sick, 
squalid, poor; a silent suppliant, or perhaps a 
craving one, for he desires the rich man's crumbs, 
and menials will not continuously show the immense 
indulgence of ministering without command, to 
want. Both the luxurious inhabitant of the 
mansion, and the squaHd beggar at the door, died. 
One sped to bright realms of bliss ; the other to the 
abodes of endless woe : This was he who made self 
god. The beggar might have been damned like his 
brother worm, for earthly want does not give any 
title to heavenly mansions, as neither doth wealth 
exclude from them — all depends on* the use that is 
made of wealth and misery here below, whether the 
inunortal spirit goes to heaven or hell. So keep thy 
soul free from the snares of thy wealth, that with 
Christ thou mayest inherit the regions of eternal 
Love. But make no delay. Thou mayest not palter 
with eternity ; the slime of earth is viscous, and its 
tenacity will be as strong to-morrow as to-day. By 
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and bye is fraught with peril ; thou knowest not but 
that to-morrow may behold thy soul in hell. For 
there was one who said, '' Soul^ take thine ease ; 
thou hast much goods laid up for many years; 
eat, drink, and be merry ;" he had been blessed 
with plenteous harvests; abundance had shaken 
over him her liberal hand ; and his wealth 
and earthly blessings had grown so rapidly, that 
invention was busy with plans "where to be- 
stow his goods.** '' I will pull down my bams and 
build greater,** &c. How sweetly man devises, 
without one thought that it is God who rules. But 
a voice pierced this man's marrow even in his 
moment of boastful glee. " Thou fool, this night 
they wiU require thy soul of thee, and then whose 
shall all these things be? " — {St. Luke xii. 15 — ^21.) 
And such they are, added the Divine teacher, who, 
recipients of heaven's bounty, make provision for 
themselves, but are not rich for God the giver's 
sake— ^o not regard themselves as His ahnoners; 
conduits through which benefits may flow to others. 
Do not think that God denies thy just desires. The 
labourer is worthy of his hire, and thou mayest reap 
the greatest earthly delights from wealth, by keeping 
^od and mercy ever before thine eyes. Let His 
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love and fear be the secret spring of thy actions, and 
a resplendent lustre will be cast on all thy joys ; 
fictitious wants will flee from its glory, and life's 
true, real delights will be ten thousand-fold aug- 
mented in thy home. The love of God is the great 
fount of earthly as of heavenly joy, and never can 
diminish or impair true happiness ; it kills the 
coarse and rank w^eds, but loads the ground with 
beauteous and perfumed flowers ; and eveiy breeze 
that circles round its votaries, is rich with odours as 
their souls are with praise. 

When luxury plans some new and costly device 
to lure back pleasure to the palsied hand of ennui, 
oh, if it would but turn its gaze toward the 
myriads of immortal souls crowding to the brink 
of hell's deep fathomless abyss — perchance some 
messenger of peace might clutch their tattered 
garments, stay them in their course, direct their 
eyes to heaven, make them to know their danger, 
and entreat and direct them there, where mercy 
waits to offer bliss ; oh, would it but think of such 
results, surely a new pleasure, a joy unknown, 
would spring from the hope that some bright 
creature in the eternal home of the redeemed from 
among men, was directed to the upward road by 
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one whom it had expressly sent in the dear name 
of Christ; one whom it had hired for God^ a 
kbourer to reap His precious harvest !— would it 
but essay this joy, this hope sublime, to help in 
rescuing even but one soul from eternal death, 
and leading it on in the path to eternal bliss! 
Try it. Dives I prove it, thou languid son or 
daughter of wealth! Doth the vigorous striding 
of some favourite horse to first attain the goal, 
arrest for a moment the stream of ennui, excite 
the heart, give power, enthusiasm, fire; would 
there not be a delight ten thousand-fold greater 
and more sublime, were God's servants the racers, 
and men's souls the prize? Send, send them 
forth to run the race with sin; look what a bril- 
liant concourse is gathered to view the struggle ! 

MillionB of angels crowd the glorious coarse, 
Fling precious chaplets on their Master's horse ; 
Bear ap to heaven the glorious prize he gains, 
And shout Hosannahs through celestial plains. 

Alas! what impedes, but that treacherous 
deadly sin, the practical unconscious infidelity of 
wealth ! Did God's love inhabit with that wealth, 
Britain might bloom as Eden; streams of life in 
four great rivers, might roll an ample tide through 
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the four great continents ; angels of peace be 
wafted on their surface^ and exultant earth soon 
hail the day of its redeeming Lord. It is for 
this God gives wealth and power; and England, 
preserved as she has been, seems appointed to 
hold for suffering earth the keys of heaven. Oh, 
were she faithful, how unrivalled her destiny ! 
but if her heart be fixed, as fixed too much it 
is, on heaps of gold, that Factolus which God 
hath brought to flow over her that she might 
use it for His service, shall bum, consume, and 
destroy her greedy hands ; and her fate as dread 
as her guilt was heavy, she will become a blasted 
rock, spanning the stream of Time. 



190 THE COURSE OF 



CHAPTER XV. 

WHAT LOVE REQUIRES OP MAN — THE RAISINa OF 
LAZARUS — ^THE CONSECRATING WORD — THE REGAL 
ENTRT INTO JERUSALEM. 

Christ preaches in the Temple. In vain He 
casts the precious froit of life among disputing 
scribes. If attesting miracles confirm His claims, 
then time and place offend. Sight is bestowed 
on one blind from his birth. How great a mercy 1 
Do not all around shout with joy? The hypo- 
critical Pharisees would have him deny the Divine 
claims of Him who had healed; but Jesus had 
touched his soul as well as his eyes, and he wor- 
ships and declares his faith in Him — {St. John ix.) 

The furious herd would stone the great healer, 
but, none knowing how. He is gone — {St. John 
viii. 59). They ask for truth; when shown, they 
cannot endure it, and would murder the shower 
to disprove their fear ; they feel, though they scorn 
to own E[is power; which is shown with resistless 
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might when they drag the adulteress to his pre- 
sence^ and demand judgment — {St. John viii. 2 — 11). 
" Let him that is without sin among you cast the 
first stone." Then on the ground He writes, that 
none may see His eye fixed upon him, and be led 
by oflTended pride to resist the voice of conscience. 
One by one all have silently gone, save the woman 
and our Lord ; there with her sin she stands. 
" Where are thy judges ? hath no man condemned 
thee ? Neither do I condemn thee ; go, sin no 
more." Christ's office is not now to judge the 
world. If all the others were condemned by con- 
science, why was she alone brought up for punish- 
ment? Who seeks out sin to punish it ought 
himself to be pure. 

As shepherd of His flock, He calls lovingly His 
sheep and feeds them from His hands, prepared, O 
Love, to give His life for them — (St. John x. vii). 
Some are convinced by His works and words,. but 
the sneering rulers receive them with unbelief 
and insult. They send to seize Him, but their 
messengers' hearts are reached, and they return 
discomforted, with the report, "Never man spake 
like this man" — {St. John vii. 46). And what is every 
word, every look, gesture, act ? Love — only Love ! 
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Her dulcet voice, her witching tones, her radiant 
face, her beauteous hand is here. Christ offers 
pardon to man ; to lift him from disgrace to glory ; 
and love in action, goes with love in word ; there is 
practice joined with precept Does she impose con- 
ditions? What? that man should put away the 
fruits of sin. What is it she thus bids him yield ? 
some sparkling fount of happiness ? No ; what she 
asks him to relinquish are the sources of evil, the 
impure alloy of life. She would reconstitute Eden 
for him, destroy the fiend within him, and restore 
the original man. She alone hath power to release 
Wm from his dreaaful heritage of sin and shame. 
She comes to pay his ransom, only he must ask the 
boon in her name. And what he would ask of her, 
he must be ready to grant to others ; he may not 
bend one knee to heaven, and plant firmly the foot 
of pride against his fellow worm ; beseech forgiveness 
for himself, while his heart is filled with avarice, 
hate, and vengeance. Peter demands of his Lord 
how often he shall forgive— even to seven times? 
And what is the answer ? There should be no limit 
to pardon ; hast thou forgiven seventy times seven 
oftences ? yet foigive again. Bead the illustrating 
»u4rAK1e, thou unforgiving one — (St. Matt. xix. 
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21—35)— and tremble. He who will not pardon can- 
not be a child of Love ; and only her children can 
inherit the heavenly mansions. You say it is difficult . 
to overcome revenge. What then do you think of an 
Eternal Hell ? will that be a state of ease ? And yet 
that is all you can have, if you reject Love's terms. 
Do not deceive thyself. Love paid thy debt ; yes, 
but she paid it under conditions, except thou keep 
which, thou mayest forfeit the boon. Love did not 
owe thee anything ; she offers a gratuity which thou 
mayest accept or refuse. She pays for thee ; but 
thou must not then pursue thy brother with relent- 
less claims, hurling thy vengeance on his head. 
Hast thou not pardoned ? how then darest thou say, 
"Forgive, as I forgive." Creature of an hour, this 
is to trifle with the lightnings of Heaven. ^'Forgive, 

as I forgive ! " Now search thy heart ; is hatred 
lurking there ? thou prayest for God's hatred — for 
God's vengeance upon thyself Shouldest thou not 
tremble? Is it not awful that sinful creatures 
should thus sport with the Almighty ? Thou art 
perhaps hotly pursuing one — justice thy cry, thy 
theme; ^^ forgive, as I forgive;" thou dost thrust 
aside. Love, Jesus, Mercy, the cleansing blood of 
Calvary, beseeching God that thou mayest find but 
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rigid justice at His hands. Thou mayest make a 
victim ; but if Divine grace should enable him to 
pardon thee, his state as far surpasses thine, as 
eternal joy surpasses the brief hour of earth's 
strange medley of strife, smiles, and tears. 

To embrace Love, thou must get rid of the evil 
passions of thy heart ; welcome her, consult her, and 
they will all remove. Of thyself, thou couldst never 
expel them ; but if she come and make her abode in 
thy heart, they will shrink from her presence ; for 
they are birds of night, and her radiance bHnds 
them. If she be in thee, her beauty will be seen ; 
none can be deceived; she is so fair that men wiU 
note her ; she hath none of those charms which their 
p««o„, pri^e^pule, gaudy ^ ihsbing .,e. and 
painted cheek ; but though they scorn her, they feel 
her placid smile, her robe of purity, her tranquil 
gaze ; and if thou keep her ever before their eyes, 
which is thy duty, they, too, may be won to her. 
Hast thou foes ? she is herself a host against which 
all attacks must fail No enemy can advance one 
foot without her permission. She is a waU of brass 
against them. Does she allow their rage ; it may 
be to try thy faith ; or thou hast failed, and needed 
chastisement; but clasp her closer and closer, and 
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thou must be the victor ; for at most they can only 
succeed herej while the wedding portion that she 
brings to thee^ is her great hereditary property — 
eternity. St. Matt x. 28 : " Fear not them which 
kill the body, but are not able to kill the soul : but 
rather fear him which is able to destroy both soul 
and body in hell." 

Many assume Christ's name who in reality deny 
Him ; for Christ is more than a mere name. He is 
embodied anew in His precepts ; and they are 
practical realities. " The truth shall make ye free." 
But we are Abraham's seed, is the Jewish reply. 
And to this what respondeth Christ ? " He who 
committeth sin is of the devil." Not all are 
Abraham's who descend from him; nor are they 
all Christ's who bear His name. The precepts 
taught by His lips as the laws of His kingdom, the 
exponents of His will, must always be the distinc 
tive badge of the Christian ; he who shows by his 
deeds that they do not govern his practice, shows 
that his heart is not Love's ; and if he call himself 
a Christian, must be either a deceiver or self- 
deceived. Love came to rule the world as well as 
to save it ; she came to ennoble and to glorify ; to 
show not only sin pardoned, but her own blissful 
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and only road to heaven. She does not compel ; 
resist her. and thou art but what thou wert — 
Satan'& If thou dost prefer a paltry grain of sand 
to an eternal world, thou hast it here ; love it ; grasp 
it ; embrace it ; thou wilt find too late it was the 
burning sand of the bottomless pit, for which thou 
hast turned thy back upon unrivalled splendours, a 
world of gems and gold ; a world which thou wilt 
surely obtain if thou seek it with * a pure, ardent, 
constant mind. For Gdd will be sought with all the 
persistence of love, for that which he hath even 
predetermined to grant — (St. Luke xi. 1 — 13). 

Love only can safely guide thy feet and light 
thy path ; by her we know our worthlessness, and 
by her the grateful heart glows with fervour to its 

God. 

On His way to Jerusalem ten lepers implore His 

pity. He commands them to go to the priest, and 

show that they are cleansjed. One only of the ten 

returns to lay his healed face at the blessed feet 

of his deliverer. " Were there not ten cleansed ?'* 

said the sorrowing Redeemer ; and only one returns 

to give thanks. But he hath obtained a bliss the 

nine can never know. 

Again He tells of His approaching painful death, 
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and fills His followers with amazement and with 
fear; and yet the sons of Zebedee are craving 
precedence in His kingdom. Bebuked^ the record 
remains to show that they both love and believe in 
Him; while He repeats His injunctions of humility— 
the humblest shall be ever highest in His kingdom ; 
and they who have passed confiding and fiiithful 
through trial, shall receive a throne. Man can never 
give proof of love for Christ, but Love prepares for 
him an immense reward in heaven. All dignity and 
gloiy are hers, and she bestows them on her chil- 
dren. Faith conquers precious boons on earth, but 
Love's great transcendent treasures are in heaven. 

Though ChriBt is on His way to suffering, see 
bUnd Baitimeus throw away his garment that he 
may haste to Jesus at His call. What means this 
man of lusty cries, '' Lord, that I may receive my 
sight ? " *' Thy faith hath saved thee " — and lo, the 
precious light of day pours its enlivening beams 
within his eyes — he sees— and follows Him whose 
power hath opened to him the ricli world of vision. 

What an inexhaustible fount of blessings is in 
the world's Eedeemer ; bounties flow from Him in 
an endless stream ; and till earth's latest day misery 
shall never supplicate in vain, for He who denied 
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nothing during His period of suffering here, save 
the demands of unbelief and the prayers of ambi- 
tion, will never check humble faith, or turn from 
humble love, now He is on His glorious throne in 
heaven. Doth He restore the crooked woman's 
strength, and bid dropsy cease to drown the heart ; 
doth misery never own His name without obtaining 
the boons it seeks: behold He ever lives — He 
ever saves ; saves from the worst extremity of woe, 
the endless torments of the home of the condemned. 
Love will not cease to caU and to beseech ; and 
Christ will rise to meet the advancing soul. Didst 
thou know Love's boundless joy, thou wouldst give 
all earth's glory for one kiss ; whom once she kisses, 
is blessed for ever and ever. She will not kiss unless 
thou givest thy heart to her ; but once enthroned 
there, she will never relinquish her sceptre. Faith 
may blindly wander; but Love takes all she touches 
safe to GkxL 

No other conqueror ever gained such brilliant 
fields. He comes. He views, the conflict is at an end. 
He came to destroy man's foes, and the progeny of 
sin dare not resist Him. Disease in every shape and 
form yields up his strongest citadels ; for aU human 
IS are the fruit of Sin. Christ nroyes that 
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when God commands, he must yield; that his 

material swaj is still subject to the supreme control 

of heaven. Are there then bounds to his powers 

as regards what turns to du^t, and shall he reign 

uncontrolled over the indestructible undying soul, 

that must exist through endless ages ? No ; Christ 

came to break the bondage, and bring the captive 

home ; to free man from the cruel monster, redeem 

him from night, and restore him to endless day. 

He demonstrates that Death, when commanded, 

must restore his prey; and at the same time declares 

that the soul must stand at His judgment seat. It 

is His to bind, absolve, and free ; but He shows how 

all may be ransomed if man's will, go with God's 

latent. There must be obedience and belief ; for if 

the prescribed means be despised and spumed, 

where is there other remedy ? If at the command, 

" lift up thy bed and walk," palsy and impotence had 

scorned, and cried, "Do thou raise me if thou canst 

and dost intend to cure me," would not these words 

have stopped the stream of mercy? Corporeal 

sickness came to Christ, believed, did what He 

commanded, and was cured. Desire and faith led to 

willing obedience; a sense of need overruled all 

rebellious thought. Christ did not stand on Hebron 

2 
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and oommand universal health ; none obtained but 
those who came, or whom others brought in faith, or 
whom Jesus in special bounty sought. Love ex- 
hibited her universal power, but only gives indi- 
vidual mercies. Her bright gleam shone on earth's 
waters for aU, but every one who required must dip 
his pitcher there. Had the haughty Syrian never 
gone to Jordan, an eternal flow of its waters would 
not have made him clean ; and when there, had he 
not obedient entered the stream, his leprosy would 
have remained incurable. And thus with Calvary ! 

But not yet that fearful scene. Jesus is still 
displaying the might of Love. The world's great 
sacrifice is near, and lends an absorbing interest to 
every word and deed. We view Him in His near 
approach to that which stands between mankind and 
the rigorous claims of Divine Justice ; and as that 
amazing love must rouse eternal praise, so every 
step arrests and holds fast our regards. The eternal 
scheme will be worked out in Jerusalem by rebel- 
lious man ; and heavenly wisdom hath appointed that 
at its very gates Love in Christ should show her 
matchless power in mightiest miracle, to leave that 
deed without palliation or excuse. 

Behold the Saviour at the tomb of Lazarus — 



DIYINB LOVE. 201 

(Sl John xi. 34 — 44) — about to issue the supreme 
command restoring life. His groans and tears show 
how dear Lazarus and Mary were to Him. Sur- 
rounded by condoling Jews, the Saviour and the 
sisters approach the tomb. '^Bremove the stone." 
" Lord, he is all corruption, he hath been four days 
dead." " Said I not, that if ye believe ye should see 
the glory of God ? " " Lazabus, comb forth !" One 
moment of suspense, doubt, wonder, expectation ; 
what eager attitudes; what straining eyes ; aye, and 
what incredulous gestures ! But the perished fibres 
are renewed ; corruption has left his prey ; life's 
wondrous flame hath re-appeared ; the pulse beats ; 
the heart sends the vital flood through every artery 
and vein ; the lungs are inflated with healthy air ; 
and lo, clad in the robes of death, forth he comes 
to the amazement, terror, gratitude, joy of the 
beholders t Erect he stands — his eyes bright with 
life's fires, but his face, feet, and hands stiU con- 
fined by grave clothes. ''Loose him and let him go." 
Christ does nothing that man can do. They free 
him, and he kneels and worships his deliverer. But 
while many behoving hearts are bounding with holy 
joy, and pay their homage to the Son of God, 
others of the beholders haste to Jerusalem to pour 
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their tale into the greedy ears of priests and Phari- 
sees. A council is held ; the witnesses depose. 
Is the nxiracle disputed ? No ; it is too conclusiye. 
But the guilty thought of worldly policy is, not to 
deny what is past denial — ^but what to do^ that they 
may destroy one who must eyentually gain all 
hearts, when the Bomans might come, remove the 
nation, and destroy its name. How deep the blind* 
ness of sinful hate, that could not see how weak 
were Bome with all her legions against that power 
which comuEnanded at the tomb of Lasarus. Greedy 
impenitence decides that He must die; the high 
priest pronounces it prophetically; the crime is 
shaped ; and the angel who bears the tidings veils 
his face and weeps. Love, with mighty voice hath 
again called to Jerusalem ; she is disdained ; Christ 
retires to the wilderness of Ephraim ; while proud 
iniquity, greedy for its prey, plumes its foul wings, 
fans its fetid fires, and revels with anticipated 
delight at the coming fulfilment of its hideous 
designs. 

Love meanwhUe pours like honey from His Ups. 
as He deplores the country's guilt, laments Jerusa- 
lem's hereditary sin, and tells how Love yearns to 
pardon. Love, constant love, is the mighty theme ; 
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her light the brilliance that surrounds Him ; while 
still His words declare her jealoufify, and the deep 
peril of him who rejects her — (Bead 8t Matt. xxiv. 
and XXV.) 

Hath Grod given wealth to thee ? Thou art the 
steward of Love; look that thou so use it as to 
obtain treasures in heaven ; not making reward 
thine aim, but so employing it with Loye, for Love, 
that Love maj give thee joy. She registers every 
sigh for her, and every tear. Beadest thou the 
parable of the earthly steward about to be dismissed 
for breach of trust ? — {LuJce xvi.) Well, hast thou 
employed the poor and mean, earthly wealth, for her ? 
She will make thee partaker in her glory ; thou hast 
been iaithful in little, she will give eternal bounty. 
Hast thou been unfaithful ? She will never bestow 
her heavenly riches, while Gk)d will demand a strict 
exact account of all that has been entrusted to thee ; 
conceal Love's talent in the earth if thou wilt, but 
exhaustless woe will repay thy treason. And is it 
not hidden, if thou dost not employ it for Him who 
spared not His own Son, but sent Him down to suffer 
and to die, to pay thy debt, and relieve thine other- 
wise hopeless need ? What hast thou to do here on 
earth, but to prepare for that eternity which is ever 
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hoyering round thee; from whom, in whom, with 
whom, to whom Time flies, holding thy immortal 
soul loosely in his grasp; dropping eveiy hour a 
thousand like thee through the tube of death into 
eternity's vast hand, that consigns some to direful 
woe, and places others as kings on the bright thrones 
of heaven. Be what thou wilt, a sentient grain of 
sand upon the shores of a hell of torment, or a 
bright inhabitant of the realms of glory, crowned 
with unfading joys, and enthroned with Love. There 
can be no doubt in any human heart how man would 
choose between heaven and hell, were there no earthly 
probation ; no sweet law of love appointed to curb 
his passions, or withdraw him from any one sensual 
indulgence ; and he were left with unUmited per- 
mission to use and to abuse his gifts, capacities, and 
powers, aU he might grasp, for selfish ends— a license 
which the depraved human heart so greatly desires. 
But God doth not permit man to make a hell of 
earth, as a prelude to the pure delights of heaven. 
Christ hath shown man how he is to regulate his 
course in this world. Love in practice, is man's 
great need ; it is the counter-check of sin ; the anti- 
dote of self, that great bane and misery of earth, 
which segregates the joys of life, and whose appe- 
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tites engender hosts of evils. If man will become 
God's^ he must believe in Christ; and he who believes 
in Christ, must be a child of Love. It is Love that 
gives Christ's pardoning kiss to the soul. The un- 
regenerate heart shrinks from Love's pure law, and 
looks with horror at God's road to heaven, which 
wears to it the aspect of rugged rock and mountain, 
hideous with obstacles, and clothed in gloom and 
darkness. And why ? because it looks through the 
distorting lens of sin, through whose glass none of 
Love's joys can be ever seen, because sin places 
objects within the tube that deface Love's way; even 
as the imprisoned fly seemed to be a hideous mon- 
ster inhabiting the lunar fields. Love cannot appear 
fidr when viewed through the dense medium of sin. 
She must be looked at in her own atmosphere. 
Suppose that you could confer sight on one blind 
from birth, and chose for this exercise of your power 
a day of London fog, when the sun appears but as a 
mere ensanguined disc, would that sun so impress 
the man as if he had first seen it from the joyous 
fields of Italy, from the Tyrrhene sea, or Parthenope's 
lovely bay? So Love; if looked at through the 
doudy mists of sin, her beauty is undiscoTered ; but 
let Divine grace emancipate the soul, and thou wilt 
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marvel ihoa oouldst ever have been blind to charms 
like hers. There is neither stone nor rock in Love's 
fiur track, except such as sin flings thereon to bar 
the soul firom some .delicious joy to which it may be 
i^proaching, and which the monster would tear from 
its grasp. Press on — ^pass resolutely by it, then look 
back, and its shadowy unreality will be seen dis- 
playing its snares or terrors to some other, that he 
may be hindered or arrested ; perhaps where thou 
thyself didst find smoothness, light, and flowers, it 
makes for him a gloomy, rugged, toilsome, and 
barren way. 

Love is the precious oil found with the wise 
▼iigins; the wedding garment every guest must 
wear, who would claim a place at the royal banquet ! 
Gome to the wedding supper without love ? Poor 
wretch : thy place will be in outer darkness, with 
torments, grie^ and tears. 

Behold an earthly supper — {John xii. 1 — 3). 
Love is here. Within six days is the passover, when 
Christ must die for man. He comes to the house 
of Laiarus, at Bethany — to friends who love the 
Man ; to ransomed sLoners who adore the Christ. 

With what delight hath this feast been prepared ; 
how welcome and how loved the guest Lazarus 
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partakes; Martha attends; while the loying Mary 
prepares her own especial feast^ her own rich ban- 
quet. Her hearty opulent with love and fiill of 
splendour, overflows toward her friend, her Lord 
and Saviour. A pound of precious spikenard is 
poured by her over His dear head and feet. Every 
room is filled with the regal, costly, delicious odour. 
Xiook on that ennobled creature, whose fair hands 
have poured the anointing oil over the King of 
Israel ; see with what beauty, grace, and lustre Love 
invests her ! She is an angel lacking but the wings I 
How high the dignity to which Love raises her ; her 
form dilates with rapture ; dressed in new attire, 
the pure unspotted virgin dress, she hath, as Love's 
high priestess, poured the consecrated guard on the 
dear royal head of earth's Sovereign Lord. Thus far, 
inspired ; and now, kneeling at His feet, all the 
woman's pure fond love is revealed. She unbinds 
the luxurious treasure of her head ; her rich tresses 
wind around those blessed feet, now pressed to lips 
and brow, as homage and passion swell within her 
heart. The ample hair veiling her glowing &ce, 
none behold her joyous tears : but He — He feels 
them ; and every liquid pearl evokes a blessing as it 
fieJls. Thrice happy creature : Love's fingers played 
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around thee at thy birthy and placed within thy little 
heart the germ of what thy womanhood hath now 
disclosed, that thou shouldst bring the royal unction 
to thy Saviour-Lord ; a King too great and high 
for human pride in priestly garb to tend, dividing 
honours with the Sovereign; a Eang, whose eyes 
can pierce the inmost thought, and whom nothing 
can delight, unless it be Love's offering. The spike- 
nard's fragrance inundates the house, but what He 
loves, is the perfume of thy love. The costly odour 
fills avarice with envy, hate, and amazement at thy 
love's profusion, while thy Lord beholds that thou 
hast but one thought — ^the thought that He receives 
— ^He for whom thou wouldst rifle worlds of all their 
stores, and when thou hadst exhausted them, wouldst 
find the tribute mean and unworthy of Him, and 
sigh that human love is not omnipotent, with power 
to realise the unbounded wish. Love never forms 
an estimate of anything but of its Lord, its bosom's 
king ; it maketh no comparison, except that its object 
far outweighs all else on earth ; and if this wealth 
characterises mere human love, how vast must be 
the opulence of that which is allied with the Divine. 
When Love sets up Christ's image in the heart, how 
mean, poor, and vile the world appears. The pound 
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of spikenard that so outraged avarice, hath but one 
value in the heart of the offerer ; it is something for 
His service, His delight ; and that He accepts is an 
overwhehning compensation to her soul. The wretch 
who wiU betray his Lord for a few pieces of silver, 
and whose guilty puipose is breeding in Mb mind, 
dares to censure, and to find waste in this act of love 
— ^waste, for his bag is yawning to receive 300 pence 
that might be devoted to the relief of the poor — {St. 
John xii. 4 — 6) — ^for when did baseness lack a spe- 
cious lie, or fail in plausible hypocrisy ? Is Christ 
to be served ? the poor are in the way 1 do the poor 
seek relief ? he is then engaged for Christ I The bag 
— ^the bag — ^wiU never cease its snares ; it is full of 
wiles to which the vile heart enchanted flies, heeding 
not the dread destruction that is lurking there. But 
what did the verdict of the traitor Judas import to 
thB loving Mary 1 Her exundating heart hath found 
relief; he cannot estimate that high intense delight 
with which bounteous love finds itself rewarded. 
And what saith He on whose feet her brow 
now presses ? — (Mark xiv. 6 — 9.) Yes — far as the 
sun illumines — far as Christ's truth is heard, 
there shall her fame be spread — ^there shall her 
name be revered ; and her memory, stamped upon 
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the wings of Time, shall lire in imperishable 
record. 

Hosanna to the Son of David I the vales resound : 
from mount to mount the joyous words are flung. 
Ten thousand voices shout Hosanna ! T^i^g I rever- 
berating rocks and hills reply ; the Mount of Olives 
rings with the welcome ; Moriah sends it back with 
joy ; the crowded capital pays its tribute ; repre- 
sentatives of all Israel now throng Jerusalem, come 
from far and near to the Passover, and every town 
and city thus joins in proclaiming Judah's King, Ho- 
sanna I Jews of the city were at that famed supper^ 
for day by day they have crowded to Bethany to 
see the man whom even corruption could not retain 
when Nazareth's prophet issued His supreme com- 
mand ; and the news spreads fast that to-morrow He 
descends from Bethany to attend the feast, and once 
more to teach and show His mighty hand within the 
Temple. The people crowd to meet Him, for Bethany 
is near. He comes — ^he comes I loud rise ilie shouts 
of welcome — ^the road is strewn with palm-leaves — a 
snow white colt, on which never man before sat, 
bears the blessed load. The valley rings with loud 
Hosannas ; the odour of the spikenard perfumes the 
air around him ; ten thousands spread their garments 
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in ilie way — ^before, behind, rise shouts of rapture — 
{St. John xii. 12 ; St. Luke xix. 35—38 ; St. Matt. 
xxL 8 — 11). Jerusalem receives the anointed King t 
In vain do Pharisees condemn ; did men not shout, 
the very walls would cry aloud. The blessed Son of 
God comes to Jerusalem as King ; for it is a King 
that base treason must betray ; it is a Ejng that the 
wretched, ruined realm wOl reject, and subject to a 
death of suffering and of shame. 

Jerusalem swells with Love's peaceful triumph ; 
but scornful priest and Pharisee have taken counsel 
against the life of the blessed One, who proclaims the 
awful ruin that impends — ^how rejected Love will 
leave that city to the terrors of God's outraged law, 
whose cup of vengeance its guilty people shall drain 
to the last dregs. Not one stone shall be left upon 
another. Christ has been rejected; Love will no 
longer restrain ; and imiversal destruction shall 
gweep unimpeded on I 

Hosanna! Glory in the highest I Love rules 
and sways for one brief hour. Hosanna I Glory I 
Praise! 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THB BETRAYAL — THE LAST PASSOVER SUPPER — 
GETHSEMANE — ^NIGHT OP CRIME CALVARY. 

When the fierce Typhoon swoops from his murky 
clouds, flies over sluggish ocean, rouses the slumber- 
ing element, caUs on its huge voice to mingle wiili 
his roar, on its waves to burst in thunder and scatter 
ruin on the troubled strand; how much that loved to 
sport in the gentle breeze, now finds that the balmy 
air which scarcely dimpled ocean, the playful ripples 
that chased each other o'er its face, and spread 
around enchantment and delight, were but small 
hairs of a slumbering monster's hateful mane. Yet 
he would err who looked upon this as a mere vain 
display of elemental power, and who only beheld 
sufiering and ruin as the fruit of that awful tempest 
Every infuriate blast destroyed some hatching 
spawn of death, killed pestilence within his fetid 
lair, and gave new life to a corrupted atmo^here. 
Millions of zephyrs, countless millions of wanton 
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ripples might have played, but would have left un- 
touched the source of fell disease, infesting the 
sluggish air and poisoned waters, which the hideous 
tempest imconsciouslj removed. But though the 
fury of the elements may bring us health, we deplore 
its devastations, and weep for the immolated victims. 

The Jews clamoured for the blood of Christ ; 
the associate Gentile spilled it. Thus were the 
representatives of every clime united in the act. 
While standing on the verge of this atrocious guilt, 
we shrink, and mourn, and weep with shame and 
honor; our soul bums with the impending woe. 
With shuddering anger, the heart of love beholds 
triumphant sin, in its permitted power, abuse the 
Lord of life, and pour its vilest frenzy on His dear 
head. But the small still voice from heaven circles 
round the anguished spirit, '' Is mortal man more 
just than Godi" and the thrilling whisper subju- 
gates the soul. 

Sin now shows itself in all its vast deformity, 
in all its hideous turpitude. The mind seizing all 
times years — past and future — beholds them, stained 
even to their latest moment, all converge to Calvary; 
all bring their guilt against the King of Israel; and 
the heart dissolves in tears, as it beholds its own sins 
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amid the countless host. It was not Uie voice of the 
blind inAiriate Jew^ but Sin which uiged that voice, 
that brought our dear Lord to death. My sins, 
and thine, stuck thorns in His blessed head. Yet 
though, while thus regarding we stand transfixed 
with woe, wouldest thou that Christ had never bled 
for thee ? had never known the tomb ? never been 
numbered among the dead ? 

An inexpressible awe is upon me. As we draw 
n ear the coming scene appals. Since the birth of Crea- 
tion it stands unapproached in momentous power, 
in concentrated might. And thus it must stand, 
until the day of judgment come with aU its terrors 
and its joys. Emotions overwhelm the soul, as we 
view an extreme of guilt the means, redemption of 
mankind the end. We thrill with indignation, pity, 
and horror ; anon we are engrossed by the Divine 
decree ; the means so dread, the end so vast, so sub- 
lime ; man's deepest guilt, made the means for man's 
reinstation — infuriate sin, with boundless love, open- 
ing to fallen man the gates of heaven. 

*' Who comes ? " demands the startled city. The 
shouting crowd replies, " Jesus of Nazareth I " He 
enters the Temple and cleanses it of some of its 
pollutions. Disease clings around Him ; the lame. 
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blind, halt, and maimed are brought to Him. All 
are healed ! Doth not God's glory now indeed fill 
the Temple, as all this misery finds relief? The 
children shout their Hosannas to the Son of David. 
Love is still inviting — ^pleading — ^but alas ! in vain. 
The scribe and lordly priest are scandalised by the 
enthusiasm of these children. They reply only with 
scorn to Love's glory, till roused anew to fury by 
that infant praise they demand, "Hearest thou 
what these say ? " And Jesus said, " Yea, have ye 
never read. Out of the mouth of babes and sucklings 
thou hast perfected praise?" — (St. Matt xxi. 16.) 
He leaves them in their impenitence, and returns to 
Bethany. Hungered in the way. He goes to a leafy 
fig tree for fruit. Not one fruit is there. How like 
Jerusalem, which spurns Love's precepts while pro- 
fuse in incense and in sacrifice ; luxuriant in leaves 
of ceremony, but bearing no fruit of love. And 

Christ pronounces judgment : Thou art fruitless ; thou 
shaU die ! The irreversible doom of heaven on un- 
fruitful Israel. Look at the emblem ; ere night 
arrives it is withered ! Let us take heed that with 
our leaves 'of outward show, there is the fruit that 
cometh of love, or the searcher may smite our 

unproductive root with death ! 

p 2 
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Jesus is now severe in reproof, sublime in 
prophecy. He shows Jerusalem's ruin— the end of 
all things — ^the rejection of Israel — ^the election of 
the Gentiles who shall rejoice in HiuL He is heard 
with fear and deprecation. The most awful truths 
are only lightly covered with the veil of parable, 
and are fully understood. The rage of the Pharisees 
augments, but they dare not seize Him among that 
admiring crowd. Iniquity knows well the value of 
a secrot blow ; that which, untouched by so-called 
justice, would rouse sympathy, all will forsake when 
she censuros. Let her, either guilty or deceived, 
touch the innocent with her finger, he is at once pol- 
luted and abandoned. '^ Thero must be something — 
our law is so perfect — justice is so wise ! " Man makes 
a scourge, worships it, and calls it God, till himself 
perchance becoming an innocent victim, he finds 
that it is ofttimes wielded by the hands of demons. 
And these men, though tortured by impatience, can 
wait till treason brings their victim. One who came 
with Him from Galilee, had beheld His mighty 
deeds, had seen Him quell the tempest, and raise 
the dead, had received the endearing name of friend 
— Judas, the vilest wretch that strives with bloody 
Hands to shield in hell his shrinking fitune — Judas, 
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who haih eaten with Him^ hath Bold Him for the 
mean price of a vile slave. He knows where Christ 
seeks retirement and rest; there will he lead the 
emissaries of priestly hate^ and deliver Him into 
their hand — jet, although permitted to do this, he is 
compelled unconsciously to wait his betrayed Lord's 
command^ until then impotent to hurt. 

The thick cloud is gathering t Were the heart's 
evil thoughts inscribed on each false brow, men 
would shun each other as the affiighted deer shuns 
the lair of the desert king. Had the contract thus 
appeared upon that traitor — ^the covenanted sale, 
the price of blood — with what horror, loathing, and 
dismay would they have repulsed him, who now 
wait with him around their Lord, and receive His 
blessed word. Not least among the sufferings of 
Christ, must have been His clear view of every 
human heart ; His reading every secret thought in 
the dense multitudes around Him ; ingratitude and 
unbelief prevailing against every manifestation of 
Divine power, — Love's precepts scorned in almost 
every heart, and self the only worshipped god. 
How scarce and few His joys ; how few came to 
Jesus with unblemished heart — not the stain of 
the past ; that was cancelled by His precious blood, 
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if now the heart clave to Him ; and then how 
rich His words of comfort I how far more precious 
than the celestial dew from which sprang the 
beauteous pearl, when the enamoured fish had 
received the luscious drop, and conceived the pure, 
bright gem.* 

Think — were He at thy side, watching the flow 
of thy secret thoughts, couldst thou dare His 
scrutiny ? Are they all loving and pure, just and 
holy ? or, though sullied with eartk's foul clay, as 
all will be, would He find Love's charming light 
cleansing them with itis transcendent rays? And 
there He stands ; as thou readest, He reads. Learn 
to feel this (nothing can obstruct his view), and 
cling to Love Divine to purify thy soul, that it may 
please His loving eye. Remember all the bliss of 
Heaven is in His hand ; judgment will come from 
HisUps; and now He reads tJie thought growing in 
thy heart, to thee yet scarcely known. O let that 
thought be that thou mayest win His precious love, 
whose love is heaven, whose wrath is endless woe ! 
But thou never canst be safe, until Love hath so 

* Boootios relates that the Scotch mussels come to the surface 
of the water, and open their months, and swallow Inscionsly the 
dew of heaven ; and that they thns conoeire, and the pearl is the 
fruit of their womb I 
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subdued thee that she rules all thy souL Then thy 
thoughts will be pure heayenly pearls ; and they 
who watch thee^ will see in thee that ethereal beauty 
which she only can bestow. 

The Paschal Lamb is again slain, to commemo- 
rate God's great deliverance on the night when He 
broke the yoke of slavery from off the neck of 
Israel, amid the wall of smitten Egypt ; the 
sprinkled blood protected from death. The table 
is spread ; the Lamb, wine, bitter herbs, and 
unleavened bread are ready. Behold Jesus, with 
His disciples, reclining at the board I Never hath 
there been such a Paschal Supper as this. How 
solemn and how sad the scene I '^ With desire have 
I desired to eat this passover before I suffer " — {St. 
Luke xxiL 15). Before I suffer ! How fitted 
these words to wound every loving heart I Before 
my body shall be pierced and bruised— for He has 
told of the scourge and the cross ! Do they not 
sorrow ? are not their hearts full of grief and fear ? 
The Spirit hath not yet opened their eyes and 
revealed Love's wondrous mysteries to them ; and 
human thought could not, unaided, conceive that 
one who wields Divine unbounded power, should 
thus submit to a death of shame and pain. 
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His hands divide the food — ^Histype — ^and all 
partake. Can Judas eat^ and that foul purpose still 
abide in his guilty heart ? Can treason boldly share 
this feast of Love ? How is it he feels not that 
Christ, who has so often revealed before him man's 
most secret thoughts, beholds that loathsome one 
now cherished in his heart ? Accursed love of 
money ; where it enters, death at once begins ; 
indignant Love will not abide with it ; all feeling 
dies ; all is dead but self; the monster banquets on 
human sympathies, and never pauses in his way. 

The Lamb is all consumed. The Lord hath 
left His couch, poured water, girded himself, and 
washes His disciples' feet before they partake of the 
"Haroseth." The beloved John, mute with sur- 
prise, submits. Peter protests against this humility 
in his Lord. "Thou wash my feet!" "Thou 
knowest not what I do, but thou wilt learn. If I 
wash thee not, thou hast not any part in me ! " 

All are washed ; but one is uncleansed by Love, 
who hath again essayed to wake him to repentance 
and renunciation of his sin. Behold his feet held 
in those blessed hands ; hath not that touch of love 
aroused ^it" ? unmoved — ^unmoved— one moment — 
all is past ! Love hath resigned him ; and long as 
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eternal woe shall endure, back to accusing memory 
shall this moment return, at which Love's fingers 
seemed to cling around his wretched feet, and 
reluctant leave when she saw that his traitor heart 
was shut against her influence. Memory will cry, 
" Then Love implored ; then Love asked, Why wilt 
thou perish ? Hadst thou, repentant, then owned 
and renounced thy sin, thou hadst been pardoned, 
restored, and now enthroned in heaven." Though 
there be but one Judas in those abodes of torment, 
each one of all hell's millions hath memories of 
moments when love pleaded in vain, and lingered 
ere she left to hopeless ruin. 

He dips the unleavened bread in the '' Hajx^seth," 
after a touching exhortation to humility and mutual 
love. Sorrow sits heavy on him, and his words 
reveal yet more clearly that out of so small a number, 
one is a hideous wretch who eats with and betrays 
his Lord. All eyes are anxiously scrutinising ; but 
John, pressed by Peter, whispers, "Who is it, 
Lord ? " •' He to whom I shall give this sop ; " and 
the sop is handed to Judas. Severed now the last 
poor, feeble link that bound him to his Lord ; the 
fatal brink is passed ; Love hath left him ; and now 
Divine restraint is removed, he is abandoned to his 
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own sinfal will, and may complete, michecked, his 
heart's guilty purpose. He feels this freedom when 
his Lord says, '' What thou doest^ do quickly/' The 
wretch is gone, none knowing wherefore ; all thinking, 
save John and Peter, that he had some duty to 
perform. 

We breathe more freely ; the air is lightened, 
though we know that suffering awaits our adored 
Bedeemer. The poisonous breath of treason 
envenoms every atmosphere ; there is nothing the 
soul so much loathes as vile familiar treason, where 
words and smiles of love and duty conceal the guilty 
purpose ; where the traitor fawns or flatters, or 
yields a seeming ready obedience, while secretly 
planning the fatal blow ; hiding the foul secret ; a 
friend or foe, as events may determine ; a fidthfiil 
servant, a trusty friend, should some superior cause 
put an end to the felon project. All is solemn 
sadness ; but only love is now with Christ. How 
great a relief to Him who saw each dreadfrd thought 
drawing its slimy venomous form through the 
traitor's heart, amid the filth which defiled it. 

Love's accents now fall freely from His lips ; how 
sweet His words, how radiant His smiles! Again the 
theme is love for each other, as a proof that they are 
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is disciples. The reserved bread is broken by 
Christ, who blesses it and the cup, commanding 
that this be done in remembrance of TTim. Christ 
abolishes the Jewish Paschal Supper, and institutes 
one for the whole world. The Antitype has 
appeared, and fulfilled all His types. The mission 
of the Hebrew race is at an end. Before to-morrow's 
sun shall sink appalled to rest. Love's precious 
perfnme will have left the vase and started on its 
universal errand, proclaiming God's pardoning gra<;e 
to all, making mention of neither Jew nor Gentile, 
but of Jesus only. The New Supper is the per- 
petual remembrancer of this " passing over " of all 
who are sprinkled by the precious blood of the true 
Paschal Lamb — once offered for the sins of the 
whole world. 

The hymn is sung ; each has some special words 
addressed to him. Peter is warned that Satan 
desired to have him, that he might sift him as 
wheat; but Christ has provided that he shall not 
utterly falL And why? because there is love in 
the heart of Peter. ''And Jesus said. All ye 
shall be offended because of me this night," &c. 
—{St. Matt. xxvi. 31). Peter replied, " Though I 
should die with thee, yet will I not deny thee " — 



224 THE OOURSE OF 

(Idem Yer. 35). And so said they aJL Eyery heart 
sends a denial to the lip, for no heart there can 
believe itself capable of denying its Lord. It is the 
voice of Love that speaks — ^the flush of love that 
dyes their cheeks. They have been, till now, 
divinely upheld, and do not know how feeble is 
human strength alone, against scorn and danger, 
should Christ's supporting power be removed. 

They are on Olivet. The moon rains down a 
flood of that reflected light which makes her beauty. 
Thrown from a full disc, rich rays light up the 
landscape. How new the aspect of Art and Nature 
when seen by her light ! All is outline ; there is no 
detail. Day carries off with him the mind^viding 
crowd— the warming lighl^the many and minute 
charms which form the soul of objects, engross the 
eye and thought, and thus link the chain of matter, 
which winds around the spirit, and brings it within 
earthly bonds. He bears away, also, all that offends ; 
leaving only skeletons of objects, uncertain, unde- 
fined shadowy forms, that cannot warm the heart, 
though they may have power upon the imagination, 
which can make spectres of the air-stirred trees, and 
form a world of phantasies. Objects banished, 
words have power ; the sphere of vision narrowed. 
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colour, form, variety, all gone, the soul becomes 
more sensitiye to sounds. A voice inspired, tones 
that have before moved powerfully the heart, may 

now make the ear the only organ through which it 
will receive impressions. Solenm words, such as 
now sweetly flow from Jesus' lips, will reach the 
heart's most secret chamber, and there remain 
impressed indelibly. 

Beneath the beauteous moonlit star-gemmed sky, 

On that hill-side they sit. The city, nigh, 

Sends on the passLog breeze its psalmody ; 

Faint, fitful sounds that touch the ear and die. 

They now receive their dear Lord's parting sigh ; 

His precious words are richest legacy 

Of Love's divinest treasure. His fond eye 

Beams warmly on their hearts, and sympathy. 

The sympathy of love, there makes reply. 

Toward heaven he looks : the moon rolls cloudless by, 

A moment hiding some bright realm on high 

Of that great host whose voiceless harmony 

Through space unbounded floats eternally I 

Wondrous mystery of God ! Love yields the 
blessed Lord of Life to death; and in these last 
hours He tells the world that His mission was love, 
and that Love is His brightest name. Behold 
the enchanting words that live upon the sacred 
page — {St. John xiv. — ^xviii.) They form a garden 
of love, rich in choicest perfume, brUliant with 
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Love's light. Make all these thine own ; feast thy 
soul with them — ^inhale deep draughts of Love's 
odorous breath. There are beds of flowers, where 
thou mayest abide till floods of fragrance inundate 
thy souL Read — ^read again all those blessed words. 
Kemember that death is beside thee ; read word by 
word as if thou wert counting gems, and striving to 
estimate an enormous value; weigh them on thy 
soul ; lift up thy heart to Heaven in prayer, and 
thou canst not fail to find a priceless treasure. 
They have in them a solemn depth of tenderness, 
in which language seems to exhaust its utmost 
power. They can bring the scene and person to the 
sight, as vividly as if the flesh and blood were before 
thee under that moon's cold radiance. Perchance 
you have often seen these words, but never really 
read them ; like a butterfly over the sweetest bed 
of a garden, speeding heedless where the bee hath 
been feeding eagerly, and found delicious stores 
among the fair petals, and borne away a prize that 
will last when he may find the garden flowers no 
more. be not summer's painted beauty, but let 
thy soul search those rich periods tiU it be laden 
with their precious dust! Hive the treasure, and 
return; thou canst never seek this bright parterre 
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in vain ; thou wilt always find ; thy soul will never 
cloy, but like the insect give continual utterance of 
delight. The sufferings of thy dear Redeemer, 
when unbelief comes not in to destroy their efficacy, 
are the gain of every human soul — ^thine, and all 
men's. But no belief exists such as God demands, 
unless you permit His precepts to govern your 
desires ; unless you daUy strive with all your might 
to live according to His Divine example ; for Love, 
which pays this heavy price for thee, demands obe- 
dience ; if thou really lovest, thou wilt have rapture 
in obeying, for love will not wiUingly be absent 
from Love's side. 

Lord Jesus, Saviour, Christ ! with whom we 
have viewed the world's creation, must my shrinking 
spirit go also with thee to that dread garden of 
Gethsemane I Thou hast comforted thy chosen ones, 
and now standest face to face with Divine justice, 
laden with the guilt of a fallen race. What heart 
can comprehend the terrors of that mysterious hour 
of substituted woe ! 

All are under the hand of grief, but we can 
only look at One suffering. When the sun floods 
the skies with light, the stars retire, the eye can no 
longer perceive them; so one sorrow is here, the 
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greatest earth hath ever known. Here is One 
kneeling on a higher step of sorrow's throne than 
mere human knee can mount — ^the highest next the 
throne itself on Calvary ; and He usurps all sight, 
feeling, thought ; we see Him, and Him alone. 

" Best here while I go yonder ; pray that your 
faith £ul not. Watch and pray/' No one may 
partake such woe as His. He falls prostrate on 
the earth ; and their ears hear words that nothing 
could haye drawn from His pure soul, but that 
enormous weight of outraged law, of human guilt 
past, present, and future, heaped in one overwhehning 
mass upon His suffering heart. " Father, if it may 
be, let this cup pass from me ! but not my will, but 
thine be done." He sweats great drops of blood- 
louder and louder grow his piercing cries ; again 
that awful flooding forth of agony, '^ Father, if it be 
possible, let this cup pass from me ! Neyeitheless, 
not as I will, but as thou wilt." It may not be ; 
for this dread hour, those fearful agonies, that bitter 
shame, He came. And have I dared — ^guilty wretch 
that I am — shall I dare to fling more sin on Him ? 
It may not be I that agony of supplication hath 
shaken the huge vault of heaven; but He must 
bear, although that vast angel throng prostrate 
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themselves before the eternal throne. In vain; 
Almighty Justice demands its due ; «hated sin stands 
yet unpunished ; Love hath undertaken to pay the 
penalty ; and Justice armed now demands it. '^ 0^ 
my Father^ if this cup Tnay not pass away from me, 
except I drink it, thy will be done." The flesh may 
shrink — ^the blood be thrust through each bursting 
pore ; but still, " thy will be done." Love ! and 
can man be rebellious, thankless still ; still begrime 
himself with the filth of earth and sin, and dare to 
show thee thus that for Him thou hast loved in 
vain ? My soul ! whenever the smiling demon may 
lure thee beneath the tempting tree whose fruit is 
forbidden, resist his wiles — ^tarry not, but flee as of 
old men fled for refuge — cross over Kedron — go 
into Gethsemane. If standing there thou canst still 
parley with sin and his frxiit, go, eat, and die ; for 
then Calvary will not win thee ; thou hairf no part 
in Love, nor love in thee. 

Some heavenly form attends Him ; God sends 
succour to His human nature ; strength from His 
throne. Gethsemane overwhelms the mind with 
awe; no outward cause — no physical malady — ^the 
soul in deep solitude ; how can we estimate the 
agoDy that draws forth in sweat, drops from life's 

9. 
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wann current faUing red to earth ; intensity of pain 
and misery that no mere mortal can know or 
conceive ! 

Thrice the Saviour hath sought His grief-worn 
followers, and found them sleeping. In vain He 
urges prayer ; the leaden fingers oppress their 
swollen eyelids ; they strive to pray and watch, but 
something mightier than will overpowers them. 
Again He returns ; sounds as of hurrying crowds are 
borne on the night air. ** Sleep on now, and take 
your rest ; behold the hour is at hand, and the Son 
of Man is betrayed into the hands of sinners." 
Weapons gleam in the torchlight. A multitude, 
the priests' myrmidons, press within the garden, 
Judas at their head. He not only betrays his 
Lord, but can dare to stand in His sight; and, 
deeper depth of wickedness, will even dare to 
caress Him. ''He whom I kiss, that is He." 

We shudder with indignation— our whole being 
joins in loathing execration and surprise. I remem- 
ber that when first in Southern Europe I saw men 
meet with an embrace and kiss, Gethsemane and 
that deep shame, that traitor in all his loathsomeness 
stood before me ; and I felt a tingling horror in all 
my veins. ''Judas kissed Christ," I exclaimed; 
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''can man again kiss man?'' I lost sight of the 
apostolic practice ; I saw only Judas and that inef- 
faceable blot. '^ Hail, Master ! " (devils turn away 
with shame)^ and he kissed Him. '' Betrayest thou 
the Son of Man with a kiss ? " Then to the multi- 
tude, " Whom seek ye ? " "Jesus of Nazareth ? " 
'' I am He." But although He thus declares himself, 
He will yet show how powerless is all earthly might, 
till He gives permissioiL Divinity dwells within 
His himian form, and the mere mortal shrinks from 
hostile contact. '' I am He " bears back the crowd 
to earth. An armed multitude stand there with 
full authority before the unarmed victim, eager to 
seize Him and deliver Him to their impatient 
masters ; yet no hand dares to touch when He pro- 
claims himself ; and the myrmidons of hate, thrown 
prostrate, are compelled to do involuntaiy homage 
to the Lord of Heaven. (Thus shall every knee ere 
long bow to Him.) 

Again He asks whom they seek ; and again declares 
himself, and asks that His disciples may be allowed to 
depart. But Peter bums to show his zeaL " Lord, 
shall I smite 1 " And ere he can receive reply, his 
sword cuts off the high priest's servant's ear. The 

pitying Saviour heals the wound, and stays the 

q2 
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Bword. He has no need of earthly combatants to 
do battle for Him, if he wish to resist. Legions of 
angels are ready at His call; but He will resign 
himself, the great longed-for prize of the powers of 
evil. " The cup which my Father giveth me, shall 
I not drink it ? " And so, meekly, He bends to all 
their cruelties. 

Ah, my dear Saviour, doth some caitiff twine 
those needless bonds around thy blessed hands? 
Yes ; those hands from which health flowed — ^that 
gave strength, hearing, sight, and were so often 
stretched out to bless mankind, are now pressed by 
some torturing ligature. They will show how base 
they are whom thy mercy came to save ; what deep 
disgrace there is in being man, since he hath made 
sin his lord, and turned his back on Heaven. Thou 
canst not even die to save them, without their mul- 
tiplying indignities upon thee. Well mayest thou 
ask, ''Are ye come out as against a thief, with 
swords and with staves, to take me ? Was I not 
daily with you in the Temple, and ye laid no hands 
upon me ? ^ But too often fearftd deeds that shun 
the day, are bold under the mantle of night 
Alas I how short the time since the people received 
Him with loud hosannas I 
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Elders^ scribes, all the iniquity of power, earth's 
grand conspirators, whose sinful desires are working 
out the purposes of Onmipotence, are assembled 
within the high priest's palace, greedy with expectant 
hate. Like ravening beasts they have sought for 
their prey at night. Long hungered — ^famishing, 
they will not lose a moment; sleep, scared by 
hideous thoughts, flies from guilty eyes; she wjll 
not abide with fiends whose sulphurous odours tell 
already of eternal wakefrdness, and of hell's tor- 
ments. Their ears are attent. Was treason faithfril ? 
Is the victim secured ? Hath He who ever before 
eluded their grasp, hath He (for their accusing 
hearts own that He wields a power to which all on 
earth should kneel) given himself up to them ? will 
He stand defenceless before them, whose searching 
voice so often exposed their vices and their hypo- 
crisy, as He poured denunciations on their heads, 
while restoring some poor trembling wretch to 
health? Their evil passions create a tumult of 
inquietude within. And these are judges ! men 
of solemn mien ! But all ages will show the seat 
of judgment foul with crime ; for they are not the 
only polluters of the judgment-seat who enact the 
biddings of atrocious tyranny, or are swayed by 



234 THE OOURSB OF 

interest, fear, ambition, or gold. He who holds the 

hair-fine scales, is criminal if he allow any other thing 

to mix itself up with justice. But such, alas! is 

man, that there are few who possess an equable, 

pure, unimpassioned mind; that it is rare to find 

one unselfish — ^not to be moved by grief or pain ; 

one whom no disturbing cause can affect ; who, 

serenely master of himself, rules the hour ; who will 

not listen to a subdolous whisper, or to ex-parU 

eyidence, though the accused be most mean, or 

unknown, or hated ; and the accuser high in rank, 

wealth, or power, or intimate, or beloved. Nor is 

it in the inquiry aJone, that a judge may be a 

criminal If he exceed one grain in the penally ; 

if he allow irritation, pain, offence, some personal 

cause to influence him to a higher punishment than 

when, calm and placid, he would have pronounced 

adequate to the crime, he will have foully stained 

the judgment-seat. If anything beyond what is 

open, clear, and sifted be permitted to aggravate the 

sentence, even though he may still keep within the 

limits of the law, the excess, however small it may 

be, is a deep, damning stain on the judge. Is it 

not frightful that another's lot, should depend even 

upon the state of his toes or bowels ? that anger. 
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appetite, or gout should rob long years of liberty, 
of all life's charms^ of joy, and hope, and human 
sympathies ? If Justice be an entity, her frown 
should terrify the offender ; but if not, there is a 
God of justice, purity, and love, whose eye beholds 
every lapse, and whose angel records it on those 
fatal leaves which will lie open amid earth's raging 
flames at the great day of doom. 

But thou dear Bedeemer ! what have I to do 

with wretched creatures of a day, while this ribald 
crew, who are thirsting for thy blood, are questioning 
thee ? The law forbids night judgments, or search 
for evidence ; but they have counselled with their 
hate ; they violate the hour, they invent a pretence ; 
they have resolved to destroy thee, and they seek 
some justifying crime ; they invite thy words ; they 
bid thee call thy followers, and show thy doctrines. 
But thou referrest them to all Jerusalem ; thy 
speech was open ; thy practice was pure. For this 
they smite thee, and bring witnesses whose contra- 
dictions prove only their vileness, and that they 
falsely swear for pay. Vain is the wretched 
Pontiff's zeal ; they who know nothing, can disclose 
but little. Thy innocency proves their malice ; thy 
sentence must contain their own condemnation, 4hy 
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only crime being that they rejected thee. But the 
moment comes at which thou wilt reveal thy nature, 
and assert thy name. They have soiled anew their 
guilty souls by subornation, and have seen perjury 
foiled by the calm, penetrating gaze that filled the 
vile hearts with trouble ; and now, as a last resort, 
the Pontiff conjures thee, by the Eternal God, to 
declare thy name and mission. ''Art thou the 
Christ, the Son of God ? " "Thou hast said," and 
*' hereafter shall ye see the Son of Man sitting on 
the right hand of power, and coming in the clouds 
of heaven." 

So asked Herod of the Magi; that he might 
destroy. No knee pays homage to the Son of God. 
With feigned horror the priests rend their robes, 
concealing their guilty contentment, and aloud the 
high priest cries, '' He hath spoken blasphemy ; 
what further need have we of witnesses ? What 
think ye ?" The universal shout is the premeditated 
doom — death. They spit upon my Saviour; they 
veil His eyes, and cry, " Who smote thee ? tell us ; 
prophecy ! " My Saviour, O my God ! thou dost 
bear all this; and shall we, wretched dust, who 
call ourselves by thy blessed name^ and claim 
kindred with thee, inflame at every petty injury? 
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Oh, give thy Spirit, to subdue our passions to 
thy wiU! 

Alone He stands ; but His all-piercing eyes 
behold Love's bitter agony in one heart there. His 
dear disciple, drawn hither by his love, beholds this 
rage of fury, scorn, and malice. Christ hath revised 
all sdd ; yet a loving hand may bring some small 
relief, if only a drop of water denied by others ; and 
the soothing treasure of Love's sympathy will be 
seen in one tearful eye. In weal or in woe, love 
will approach its object ; and the stronger the love, 
the nearer will it strive to be : anguish cannot 
subdue, pain cannot check it ; and it will remain and 
hope to aid, so long as hope may live. It will not 
depart because it suffers, for self expires where love 
has obtained the victory. Love is for the object, 
not for the joy it brings ; and will be the same love 
when the joy has departed It will augment amid 
the heart's keenest tortures ; will spring, wiU well, 
will then burst forth like a torrent 

And Peter, too, is near. Ardent, dauntless, he 
would have fought for his master ; but restrained in 
this display of zeal, though love is within him, 
strong temptation shows his fatal weakness. His 
Lord advised prayer ; but Peter relies on himself. 
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and so fails, and denies his master. The cock 
crows ; the eyes of Christ, full of pity and love, are 
turned on him. That look of love stirs up anew all 
the love in Peter's heart. He loathes himself ; he 
is no longer worthy to be near his Lord. He rushes 
forth, and seeks some deep solitude, where his 
anguished prayers, his sighs and groaniEf, will be 
unchecked and unheard. That look of love wrung 
his heart. Had Christ not loved, he would not have 
been thus moved ; and had Peter not loved, he would 
never have felt the mighty eloquence of that look 
of love. 

Is there not a lesson in this ? Peter denies his 
Lord, who replies with a look of love I Had anger 
or scorn flashed from Jesus' eyes, flaming pride 
would have lifted His burning head, and the slum- 
bering love would have died, duist loved Peter, 
and love in Peter henceforth resists the rudest 
shocks. Would man but tiy this sweet forgiveness 
with his fellow-man, and answer bitter wrong with 
love I It is the Gospel law ; it is Heaven's course 
with man; and shall not Ood be wiser than sin? 
Peter, restored to love by a look of suffering, for* 
giving love, loves on, and dies at last a martyr 
for his Lord. 
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But selfishness, vanity, and pride, too often fill 

man's heart, and he mistakes all that caresses these 

for love. These never pardon ; they are, like hate 

and murder, the spawn of sin ; and as love will not 

inhabit with them, if what hath wronged him lies, 

he lied as well. It is only when the heart, renewed' 

turns to God, that love really crosses its threshold. 

She may have looked in with her enticing smile, 

but she was not welcomed, and could not find a 

home ; she may have shown there her radiant face, 

but there was no clean and vacant spot for her ; she 

may have lingered about the sin-closed door ere 

insidted she fled for ever ; and while her glory was 

by, the deceived heart may have believed it to be 

its own ; it could not see selfishness and pride ; 

her splendour paled or hid them ; but Love saw 

them, with their burnished scales, and knew that 

strife would begin with the first rude touch. 

Injury, or supposed injury, comes; there is a 

rapid disenchantment; and the heart never 

again knows love's presence. She summoned it 

to admit her flame, and thus to vanquish all 

the brood of sin: she cried, "The joys you 

knew were mine — my flame consumed their 

slime ; but if thou let them rage unbridled, and 
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spit their venom unrestrained, love, for thee, 
is dead/' 

Behold how Jesus loves fallen man. Brood over 
this night of suffering and disgrace ; a fitting prelude 
to that day of horror which must ever raise in the 
renewed soul a conflict of pity, execration, love, and 
praise. Day arriving stands for one brief moment 
on yonder mountain top ; then, like a flood, overruns 
the heavens and overspreads the earth. She of the 
star- decked robe is gone ; and fain would I have 
gone with her, but Love is here with heavenly 
destinies. Love must stay by the side of the earth's 
Saviour, faithful through all the flood of horrors 
that impends. 

Brief council is held. The doom is. Crucify; 
death of slaves— of shame— of infamy — of keen 
protracted suffering, where the end is long longed- 
for in vain. Nothing less than this protracted 
torture will satisfy their hate and rage. But how 
may they compass this ? They have no power to 
decree such a doom I Charge treason I Hath He 
not said that He is Christ the Lord ; and if the 
Christ, then King of Israel I At early mom they 
repair to Pilate's private residence. They are 
steeping their hands, hearts, and souls in blood ; but 
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to enter the house of a Gentile would bring defile- 
ment. Pilate comes forth to them, and they state 
their charge. Christ declares His kingship ; but 
His kingdom is not of this world. Pilate finds no 
fault in Him, and will release Him ; but there is a 
wild fiirious ravening cry, " Crucify Him ! " He 
sends the Lord to Herod; there He is mocked, 
and then sent back to Pilate, who after in vain 
urging His innocence, yields basely to their clamour, 
and that blessed form is torn with cruel stripes. 
But He is robed with purple, though in scorn ; He 
is crowned, though with thorns ; and is thus again 
shown to priests, scribes, and elders. "I find no fault 
in Him." (Then why have scourged Him ?) " Behold 
the man !" " Let Him be crucified;" "He hath made 
himself the Son of God!" "TheSonof God !" Fear 
and dismay take hold of Pilate. The Son of God I 
Love's whisper warns him : his wife, too, sends a 
message. Perplexed, he again questions the Holy 
One. He seeks to deliver Him ; but the voice of 
clamouring tumult prevails over right. The unjust 
judge yields to intimidation — renders to earth what 
is due to heaven ; and resigns the victim to their 
will, washing his blood-soiled hands, as though such 
form could save from guilt like his ; " I am innocent 
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of the blood of this just person ; see ye to it. Then 
answered all the people, His blood be on us and on 
OUR CHILDREN." The awful imprecation speeds swift 
to Heaven ; Divine vengeance registers in God's 
dread book, the compact that makes of Jerusalem a 
nation's tomb. They thirst for blood — ^theirs shall 
flow in torrents : they demand a lingering death — 
protracted sufiering — ^famine shall be in their palaces, 
shrieking hunger shall loathe returning day ; murder, 
clamorous now, shall stride unchecked through all 
their streets : in Barabbas they abet sedition — it 
shall rule, and all the horrors of its sway shall be 
felt among them : the cross — ^the cross is the doom 
they demand — thousands shall thus lingering die : 
they incite Koman cruelty — it shall strew all their 
guilty land with dead : it was on a Jewish festival 
they raved for the innocent blood — ^they shall be 
the sport of murder at heathen feasts : Gsesar is the 
only sovereign they acknowledge — even were this 
not the Christ they scorn Christ's throne, cast con- 
tempt upon prophetic promises, and reject and dis- 
dain for ever the King of Israel: "we have no 
King but Csdsar ;" — ^they shall perish' by his hand. 

Three hideous crosses rise on Calvary; the 
Holy One, the Prince of Peace, is nailed to a bloody 
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tree. Hate and envy triumph ; sin, seemingly vic- 
torious, knows not that a world's redemption is in 
that ruby jet, which throws its precious pearls firom 
the rough nails' tormenting wounds. 

Scorn — ^insult — ^torment crowded on Him as He 
•came forth to die. But women were there with 
streaming eyes, and wails of lamentation ; to them 
He gave words of exhortation in a solemn, awfiil, 
sad, yet sweet farewell — {St. Luke xxiiL 27 — 31): 
If thus they slay in a time of peace and order — ^if 
justice, mercy, and truth plead now in vain, how 
great the horroiB that shall rage when this expiring 
knd, Ues gasping its hat in the iron hand of ruin ! 

Stripped, naUed, outstretched, raised in agony, 
on either hand a suffering malefactor ! Jesus, my 
Lord, my Grod! the mountain of lost man's enor- 
mities now rests upon thee ; while rulers in their 
land (wretches, monsters) deride thy pain, scoffing 
gaze upon thine agony, and ciy, '^ He saved others ; 
let him save himself, if he be the Christ, the 
chosen of God" — {St. Luke xxiii. 35). Can it be 
wondered at, that ignorant soldiers reply, " Yes, if 
He be a King " — ^for the royal title over His head 
^ows that as a King He suffers ? And Satan too, 
the vanquished of desert, temple, and mountain, 
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aims his last blows in this great extremity. '' Art 
thou the Son of God ? " is heard again — descend 
from this vile cross ; then men will worship ; then 
will the world believe ; step from the cross, and leave 
this vile race to me, and to their condemnation I 

But thou art the Christ, dying for sinful man ; 
and man and heU may whisper, scoff, and taunt in 

vain. Even in this awful hour, victory crowns thee 
and proves thy might-victoiy that remains for ever 
unparalleled, since Christ and thief can never meet 
again on the blood-stained cross. Did we not know 
that it is Heaven's free grace that softens man's 
flinty, obdurate heart, imparting a living faith that 
hears and heeds Love's sweet whispers, receives her 
tidings with glowing warmth, and views eternal 
mansions in the skies; feels they are hers, and, 
grasping Love's hand, determines to obtain them — 
did we not know this, the soul would rest amazed 
before this great evidence of its eternity. But now 
we are only lost in adoration and in praise at Love's 
transcendent bounty, which will thus exalt from the 
very hell of misery, the vilest, poorest things of 
earth ; for who so poor as that agonized malefactor, 
racked with the pangs of lingering death, and hope- 
less of relief ; his sole remaining earthly possession a 
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few hours of torture, of flickering life in combat 
with bodily exhaustion. Baise him I how vast indeed 
the change I O paragon of all faith's victories ! He 
turns his gaze on the dear Son of God — slain by- 
murderers — ^like Him exposed to a lingering death 
of shame and pain— conceives the mystery divine — 
beholds the power to pardon sin — ^to free fix)m guilt 
— ^the bloody cross a glorious throne — ^the flaming 
host of heaven acknowledging their Lord ; believes — 
repents — desires — ^feels the divine beauty of love, 
and, taught by her, expands in fervent prayer, 
^' Lord, remember ms when thou cornet into thy 
kingdom.*' " This day shalt thou be with me in 
Pabadise." Behold Christ's answer to Satan. He 
cannot quit the cross; he is making immortal kings I 
He is crushing even now the monster's head, be- 
neath His bleeding heel and the blood-stained cross. 
Priests, scribes, and elders may spit their venom, 
but Satan feels that his Divine-human enemy is 
inflicting the fatal blow. 

O the streams of bliss flowing through that 
rich heart, a murderer-thief's no more ! Christ hath 
bestowed eternal life; death loses its terrors; his 
body's torments are absorbed by his immortal gain ; 
his soul, filled with the delicious light of heaven. 
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waits only the signal for its departure. What excess 
of love ! While the wrath Divine that spares a 
guilty world is hurled upon Him ; while with every 
moment a new and hideous mass of sin-bom woes 
are crowding round Him, on Him; while He is 
under the dark terrors of the outraged law. He fills 
a g^ty, dying wretch with joy unspeakable, pays 
his penalty, sends to him Love's pure kiss, inun- 
dating him with rapture, and preparing his ran- 
somed spirit for its glorious inheritance. 

And now He bestows a rich reward on love 
Ungering near His cross. John, Mary of the Regal 
Ointment, and His human mother, who feels now 
the sword piercing her heart that gleamed in 
Simeon's prophetic eyes — all are there ; His gaze 
may thus rest on loving faces ; loving ears will 
receive His last sigh ! He hath a look of love for 
them that well repays their love, when on His 
mother he bestows a son, and gives her to his care. 
" Woman, behold thy son " — " behold thy mother ! " 
But where is the shouting multitude from Galilee ? 
They stand afar I Weak love may shout hosannas 
in triumph, but it is only deep love that clings to 
suffering ; that feels what itself demands of love, 
and estimates its duties by its desires. 
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Those deeds of boundless mercy^ and acts of 
love, are Love's last work in mortal fleshy save that 
wondrous one of finishing to discharge all man's 
penalty, that he may rise to heaven. The Saviour 
has only tiow to die, that Love may apply His 
atoning blood ; to surrender His human life to the 
exacting law, and thus extract the sting of death. 
He confronts the Divine vengeance, and claims 
man's release from Divine wrath, appealing to that 
great compact made in heaven when Justice agreed 
to accept Love, in place of Man. 

It is noon; the body's torment must now in- 
crease; the sun will pour his fiery rain upon the 
sufiTerer's eyes ! 0, cruelty is rare in its devices, esti- 
mating how it may heap up agony ; its remorseless 
hand will force the drinking of the cup to the very 
dregs. But it was He who gave the sun its light, 
and extra-mundane nature shrinks aghast at His 
enormous suffering, and withdraws from the view ! 
It is only for Man that Love has quitted her throne 
— Man, in whose form she bears the eternal agonies 
that wrath had prepared for his forfeit race; and 
now, as they fall relentlessly on His dear head, 
Nature, ashamed, spreads a shroud above the un- 
imaginable woe. All is veiled in gloom, and dark- 

r 2 
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ness overspreads the land, while Love extmgoishes 
the mighty claim. Poor human thought may never 
penetrate those three dark hours, when Mcm's des- 
tiny is changed at once from the extreme of woe, to 
bliss surpassing the soul's most rapturous dream, 
even as eternity exceeds time, or all earth's forests 
a single reed, that chattering shakes its graceful 
feathery head, above the miasmatic swamp in which 
it grows. And as Nature veils her face, so the soul 
recoils with horror ; it dare not sully the enormous 
mystery with weak, earthly words. Was ever 
« «,rrowlik. ««to my »om.w which i. don, uuto 
me, wherewith the Lord hath afliicted me, in the 
day of his fierce anger?" — {Lam. i. 12.) Canst 
thou stretch thine arm to Saturn? canst thou 
bring to earth from that far planet some mountain 
treasure, some floral beauty, some rich gem? can 
thy hand grasp Urania's moons, and play with the 
burning worlds around the Dog-star ? — ^then may thy 
spirit presume to know the sufferings of thy Saviour 
during those dark hours. Until then, let no rude 
finger touch the veil that nature draws before tor- 
tured Love ; let gratitude alone fill thy heart, for if 
thou art a child of Love thy sin is there — ^thy Lord 
is paying thy penalty t Three hours of darkness — 
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three hours of sUence — but now^ hark to those 
piercing words, *' Moi — JEloi — lama — sdbacthani ! " 
depth of angxdsh, as He bears the awful load of 
the Divine wrath !..."/ thirst " (Thou who didst 
send forth streams firom the smitten rock). The wine- 
dipped sponge is at His lips — all is fulfilled — ^hark ! 

■ 

how clear those accents, " It is finished ! " and now 
a cry that appals every ear — ^not as when faint 
exhausted Nature gives up the ghost, but a scream 
of loud, triumphant, painM anguish — ^a cry of agoniz- 
ing energy t AU nature responds ; a blast sweeps 
away the darkness ; the ground heaves convulsively ; 
huge rocks are riven ; subterranean thunders peal ; 
opening graves disclose the aroused dead ; the Temple 
veil which concealed from view the Holy of Holies 
is rent and torn ! With that great cry the Lord of 
Glory died, yielding up His own precious life to 
save a ruined world. 

Jesus is dead I Shout, redeemed Earth, as sang 
the morning stars when thou wert made. Jesus is 
dead I Shout, all ye tribes of men I Love hath 
performed her work ; now ye may make your choice 
of heaven or hell ; for she hath fitted you to dwell on 
high, if ye will cast off your vile and filthy robes, 
and take her beauteous garments. 
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Thou canst not shout! Behold those weeping 
ones. Jesus is dead ! thus ends His mission : He 
was the greatest of all prophets — ^but He is dead ! 
Where is the great Messiah who was to redeem 
from strife and slavery^ whose empire was to be 
the whole worlds who was to end the wrongs and 
e&ce the shame of Israel ? The awestruck soldier 
declares him God, and prays to be forgiven; the 
wonders attendant on His death have spread dis- 
may; the multitudes return to Jerusalem, smiting 
their guilty breasts ; and even the loved ones who 
would not move far firom the foot of His cross — ^who 
linger there, who will not leave Him — these are 
in despair. Jesus is dead! there is no place in 
their hearts for the memory of His great promised 
triumph over the tomb; they 'trusted that he would 
redeem Israel/' and now He sinks to a dishonoured 
grave ; but, although they have not yet received the 
Spirit's illumination, and faith is dead, still they love 
Him ; and affection broods on what may yet be 
done, what it may do for that dear body — how it 
may show its love, its tenderness, its reverence; 
how honour now dead what it so loved while living. 

He hath been long time dead; but hours will 
pass ere all-exhausted nature resigns the thieves to 
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death ; torturing hours, during which Death crawls 
over his victims, counts the lingering loss of life, 
who fights round every nerve and sinew, and will not 
be disseized while she may yet supply one particle 
of vigour; true to her trust, clinging tenaciously 
to her cherished home. But the Sabbath-day 
approaches, and would be polluted by the exposed 
dead. At the request of the priests, an order is 
issued that the legs of the sufferers shall be broken, 
thus to end life and pain. Prophecy hath declared 
that not one bone of Christ shall be broken. They 
break the legs of the thieves, but He is recognized as 
being akeady dead, and no violence is done to Him, 
save the plunging of a spear into His side, when the 
issuing blood and water prove that the work of 
Death hath been securely done. 

It is evening; Love hath begged His dear body; 
loving hands remove Him from the tree ; poor 
Mary kisses anew those wounded feet that she had 
before perfumed with India's choicest ointment. 
Rock-hewn, a tomb where never body hath been 
laid awaits Him ; wealth hath obtained Him ; en- 
wound in fine linen with myrrh and aloes. He is 
borne away to the unsullied sepulchre. The Sab- 
bath is at hand, and forbids more costly cares ; love 
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must therefore wait till that Sabbath be past^ before 
it can fulfil its desires. A ponderous stone secures 
the aperture. With the first dawn of the approaching 
week, Mary wiU bring her precious ointment— pure 
nard, as befits a king, shall flow over His form; 
saffiron, camphire, and cinnamon shall blend their 
grateful odours. Love thus draws the sting of woe, 
while her cares may still do something for the lost 
loved one ; the breath of corruption shall never stain 
His sepulchre ; love will there be prodigal of the 
spicy wealth of earth's balmiest climes. 

my dear Lord I how I love them that love 
Thee; would that Thou wert enshrined in every 
heart, that every living soul might weep the 
triumphs of Thy death ! My Lord, my loving Lord 
is entombed; He hath lent himself to death, but 
He is not Death's prey. Prey? Death dared to 
touch Him, and from that moment Death dies ; 
his days are numbered ! 

0, had I all the wealth of earth, it should buy 
perfumes for Thee ! I am lost in wonder at that 
love which gave me love ; at that love which woos 
my soul to endless joys. O would that all earth 
could know Thee as I know Thee, could feel this 
rapture-giving glow ! And it is by human means 
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Thou workest; Thou honourest them whom Thou 
hast redeemed, to be Thy servants, stewards. While 
Calvary remains on record, all may estimate the 
great worth of human souls ! What destiny is there 
so high as that of fellowship with Thee ? 0, when 
will wealth know its true value and importance ; 
cease to strive for perishing trifles, and yearn only 
for the salvation of sinners, for whom Christ 
died! 

But though the hearts of those who believed and 
loved Him, have never yet comprehended by faith 
His great word of victory over the tomb, the priests 
and Pharisees, perplexed by the grand phenomena 
that attended His death — ^the darkness, the earth- 
quake, the riven veil, the opening graves — ^recall His 
words that He would give no other sign but that of 
the prophet Jonas ; that after three days He would 
rise again ! By Pilate's order they obtain a guard 
that may frustrate all attempts at fraud : seals 
secure the ponderous stone ; and Christ is alone with 
His enemies. The hate that demanded He should 
die the death of slaves, now procures a guard of 
honour for His tomb ; as when it had Him nailed to 
the cross, it led to the fixing of the regal title over 
His royal head. 
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O Love ! while I deplore and mourn my 
Saviour's torments, I cast myself prostrate before 
thee. While tears of sorrow are rolling down my 
cheeks, I feel that thou dost embrace my ransomed 
souL 

And <m tfaj n^tnre-giTing breftrt I know, 
LoYe, that is keaTen above, makes keaveii below ! 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

THE RESURRECTION — ^THE FORTY DAYS — THE ASCENSION. 

When stem winter reigns over the leafless land, 
and the plains are covered with their white robe 
of desolation ; when the trees, lately crowned with 
verdant beauty, stretch forth their wild contorted 
serpent arms and glistering snake-like fingers, save 
where some graceful birch outvies the wavy plumes 
of the ostrich; though all seem death, a potent 
mass of active energies is at work beneath. The 
omnipotence of God is always in action — ^the pro- 
ducts of His hand axe every moment advancing His 
wiU. The softened ground, pierced by autumnal 
rains, feels the roots' fine fibres creeping through 
the pervious soil, in search of virgin treasures that 
may give new strength and vigour to the root. The 
expanding root stores up these, waiting for genial 
skies, when the earth-drawn blood may mount 
through all the towering bulk, and restore again 
every winning charm; blood, the product of 
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anterior loveliness, as the present shall ere long 
supply a new tide of beauty, destined in its turn 
also to fall beneath the parent tree — and perishing 
there, to be the source of new strength and 
loveliness. 

Since the fiat, '' Let there be light/' when Love's 
flame banished darkness from the face of the world's 
dreary waters, and pierced them with life-bestowing 
light, earth hath never known one moment of in- 
action. Mighty energies have been incessantly at 
work, enacting marvels for the wondering eyes of 
angels and of men. All things are from God, and 
untiring energy* pervades everything that He hath 
made. The ever-constant seasons promote a per- 
petual change in matter, building up oiganic life 
and visible things of particles withdrawn from the 
elements, resolving these again and sending them 
on some new creative mission. The fused and in- 
coagulable mass that fills the fieiy bosom of the 
globe, although acting impulsively, rarely over- 
passes the restrictive bounds which Heaven's un- 
erring, omnipotent mind hath fixed for it, yet ever 
and anon is permitted to rend the shell of earth, 
and draw some city within its yawning gulf, crushed 
in a moment by its reuniting sides; to upheave 
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some mountain, turn day to night by showers of 
calcined rain, people ocean with new isles, soon to 
be decked by vegetable life ; yet even in its wildest 
moods obeying Him who made and who commands 
its flames.- Millions of myriad millions of pigmy 
zoophites, lay the foundation of their coral palaces 
in unfathomable depths, piling up their work until 
the life-giving sun beholds the ripples of ocean 
playing round the structures, which await seed, 
to be brought by wind and wave, whose fibrous 
roots shall cling vdthin those white halls, feeding 
on crushed polypss, until new forests beautify the 
bosom of the deep. 

Nature is ever at work in her great laboratory, 
the breast of earth. Science gropes among the 
wonders, and recognises the sleepless energy; 
beholds the white towering cliffs of a sea-girt isle 
supplied by minute animalculsB; organic ruins 
pUed on ruins, forming masses that ought to inspire 
awe in those who know the secret of. their for- 
mation. Dost thou, then, think that He who lent 
himself to death for thee, passing through the 
cold tomb without corruption to the immortal state, 
hath nothing accomplished since that awAil cry 
laid open the Holy of Holies, declared man's penalty 
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paid, set free the imprisoned perfume from the 
vase, inviting every human soul to accept His 
proffered love, and to partake His home ? 

When He in triumph cried, " It is finished ! " 
that penetrating voice pierced every grave, and 
poured a flood of glory through the gloom of those 
wide realms where disembodied souls awaited that 
time "of which no man knoweth." There the 
blessed Redeemer proclaims His finished, full, and 
free atonement. But we dare not go beyond. 
Christ hath proclaimed redemption to four thou- 
sand years of disembodied souls, before earth again 
acknowledges His victorious presence, and, leaping, 
hurls aside the ponderous sealed sepulchral stone. 

That moment comes; the midnight hour trembles 
on its boundary ; no power on this eventful night 
may arrest one, even time's minutest particle, from 
the operation of that stem law, which tumbles one 
by one into the deep abyss of the past, the 
expended germs of happiness or woe. Betard 
the hour, when all the exultant hosts of heaven 
are watching to behold captivity led captive I 
Betard, when the great Lord of all things is 
about to reunite His human form indissolubly with 
himself, and elevate to the eternal throne that 



'' 
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vehicle of flesh in which He wrought redemption! 
Betard^ while the victory is yet incomplete ! 
Angels await the signal to attend their Lord. 
When He gave up His soul unto death, the 
affrighted earth groaned and reeled convulsively; 
will she not hail the conqueror who comes to smite 
her long-polluting foe ? She is commanded ; she 
shouts; ten thousand thunders crash within her 
womb ; the massive stone is driven away like a 
pebble, while one of the bright inhabitants of 
heaven descends on the huge rock. The keepers 
swoon through fear, dead to further sight or sound ; 
their unhallowed eyes may not behold this great 
victory. The risen Lord ascends from the grave— 
the glorious angel bows before Him, for He has 
taken upon him his majesty, and sheds around Him 
that eternal brilliance which makes the light and 
joy of heaven. The air, the upward route, is 
thronged with forms of light; loud notes of 
rapturous joy float through space. 

The wondrous work of man's redemption done, 

Loud hallelujahs through creation run, 

And bound from world to world, firom sun to sun ; 

the old shout that hailed the new-bom world is 
heard again. The universe rejoices ! 
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Risen — bright moming of unmingled joy I I 
can now gaze enraptured, without His humiliation 
clouding my bliss. Christ affirms, secure my own 
future glory. Fulfilled! complete! I, too, shall 
rise from death ; Christ hath not died ; I have not 
believed in vain. Eisen! behold flesh made im- 
mortal, freed for ever from Death's hand, from cor- 
ruption, from decay, brilliant with glory; sure pro- 
mise of that time when mine, disenthralled, shall 
quit this earth in triumph ! Bisen ! fair and lucent 
mom, a hope springs from thee so fuU and inde- 
structible, it gives present fruition to the spirit as it 
clings in faith to the great pronuse of a glorified 
eternity I Did I die in Adam, I live in Christ ; He 
restores to me my birthright ; it rests with me now 
to claim and guard it. Bedeemed, restored, kept by 
Him, my heritage of shame annulled, unless I, in- 
&tuate, reject the gift, and make my election of ruin, 
death, and woe. 

Yes ; Christ is risen ; He hath resumed the form 
He yielded up to death and pain. '' I lay down my 
life, that I may take it again." And Death hath lost 
his sting in the tomb of Christ, for them that are in 
Christ. 
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EASTER HYMN. 



Let us join the angel throng 
In their sweet triumphant song ; 
Echo shall the notes prolong — 
Christ is risen ! 

He who came our souls to save, 
Rising from the conquered grave, 
Tells US death we all may brave — 
Christ is risen ! 

Victor now o'er Death and Hell, 
Let our voice His triumphs tell, 
Let our songs His praises swell — 
Christ is risen! 

Christ is risen ! glorious theme ! 
Finished Love's eternal scheme ; 
We of heaven may safely dream — 
Christ is risen ! 

Christ is risen ! Qod of Love, 
Bless us fix>m thy throne above. 
Send us thy Celestial Dove — 
Christ is risen I 

There is a star that heralds day^ and love watches 
impatiently for it. When evening shades told that 
the Sabbath was fully past, that same love was busy 
in Arabian stores, for those spices and perfumes it 
longed to lavish on the dead. And now at early 
dawn, it takes its way to the garden, moaning aa it 
goes, because it is too feeble to move away the 

8 



262 THE GOUBSE OF 

stone. Shrieking, Maiy beholds that it is abeady 
removed ; the tomb is open ; and though faint and 
uncertain the light which day sheds within, she 
knows that her Lord is gone. Swift as the 
stricken deer flies to covert, doth Mary haste to the 
disciples. Peter, who denied Him, is there — the 
loving John — ^the scattered from Grethsemane, weep- 
ing, sorrowing, reft of all hope ever to see again on 
earth their murdered Lord. Mary tells her news. 
With rapid pace Peter and John hasten to the 
tomb ; it is now full day ; John stoops and sees the 
linen cloth; Peter, as ever bold, plunges into the 
sepulchre, there to find the linen in which he had 
been swathed. Peter " wonders ; " but light from 
heaven illumes the heart of the beloved one, and 
" he believes." They depart ; but Mary remains 
gazing into the sepulchre ; she would see where He 
had lain for whom she had brought her odorous 
stores. Blest child of earth ; no tear of thine for 
thy lost Lord has fallen unheeded; thy loving 
Saviour saw, and sees the burning drops, and He 
will give thee transports of joy for thy grief, the fire 
of love for tears ; for He hath called down for thee 
those angels, who now (veiled their splendour) 
demand thd motive of thy tears — {St John xx. 13). 
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Her heart's overflowing passion meets with a 

rich reward. It is the Master — ^the risen Lord, who 

now speaks to her in that loved voice which falls a 

penetrating rapture in her heart. '' Mary ! " Let 

loving hearts divine ; His voice hath drunk up all 

her tears, consumed all her sighs. Hear her thrilling 

accents, '^ Babboni ! '' while she falls at His feet and 

worships. Love is rich to them that love most ; for 

love lifts the heart to heaven and God. John is the 

first to believe — Mary the first to obtain living 

evidence of the keystone of redemption — the 

guarantee of future bliss to the believer. Christ's 

resurrection assures us of the gloiy purchased for us 

with His blood; had He not risen, we could not 

hope to rise; and therefore Love gives abimdant 

proof to doubt and unbelief that disputes the &ct ; 

still, condescending, she gives evidence irrefragable 

to the most obdurate sense. When Mary brings 

the message from their Lord, His fnends despise 

her report, so small is yet their knowledge of the 

mystery of Divine Love, so diminutive their faith. 

They God's elected instruments to spread the glorious 

news I hate, though unyielding, credits where they 

refuse belief. When the affrighted soldiers told 

their startling tale, hate conceived that Divine 

s 2 
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power had appeared on the scene ; it makes no 
search, and invents a clumsy tale, fearing to 
penetrate the mystery that would condemn its guilt. 
Its rampant passion and vile interests brand God's 
great glory with dishonour ; while they to whom the 
truth would be rapture, require not only proof on 
proof, but personal evidence ; for when God's 
blessed risen Son, tore the veil from two dark hearts 
and opened their truth-sealed eyes at Emmaus, and, 
winged by joy, they haste with the glad tidings to 
His assembled friends, their tale is told in vain; and 
conviction comes not until Jesus stands in their 
midst, shows His pierced hands and side, and 
invites their touch, that they may feel He is 
substance, not a shadow. Now at last they kneel. 
He chides their unbelief — {St Luke xxiv.) He 
deigns to eat fish and honey in their presence. 
Doubt is overcome ; conviction takes its place ; 
bliss fills their hearts; belief gives a sense of 
inexpressible delight; Christ breathes upon them; 
the Holy Spirit's light illumes their souls, and 
they now wonder at their own blindness of heart — 
(St. Luke xxiv. 44 — 46.) He opens prophecy; 
with words of flame shows all its secret treasures ; 
they behold there the prediction of His sufferings, 
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the mystery of man's redemption. They are not to 
get the light in a flood ; they obtain a portion of it, 
and believe. Their charge is to declare salvation, to 
tell, in God's name, of pardon for sin ; to demon- 
strate that Christ must needs die and rise again. 
They go by command to Gralilee ; Christ will meet 
them there. Until He has ascended finally to His 
heavenly throne. He will not supply that abundant 
grace which they need for their mission to the 
nations ; they are to be led step by step to the full- 
ness of faith. 

Behold Him now command another draught of 
fishes at the Lake of Tiberias ; the enormous catch 
does not now rend their net; the zealous Peter 
walks firmly on the waters ; the Gospel net will hold 

all nations; and Faith makes the fishers obedient 
and strong — (St John xxi.) 

Once more He eats with them, gives them fish, 
feeds them, and then pours the rich stores of His 
pardoning love on Peter's heart. He turns on him 
that gaze which penetrates every secret in heart and 
soul, affections, will, desire — and thrice he asks Him 
of his hve — {St. John xxi.) Love is what Christ 
asks for ; and there is ardent, humble love in Peter. 
It is not zeal alone that can feed the blessed 



266 THE OOURSB 07 

flock of Christy not faith alone that His honoured 
shepherds want ; but love^ from which obedience will 
purely flow, is what Christ demands before He will 
give the sacred charge ; love, whose constant living 
warmth can vivify the heart indurated by sin ; yes, 
love ; for when faith may be vanquished, love will 
be &ithful and prevail. Love clings to Christ 
love closely grasps Him ; love animates the soul 
love refines the heart; love ever seeks to please 
love will be ever praying for a smile ; will hold His 
every precept dear, and cherish its spirit in the 
heart ; will shrink from all that He denies ; will 
ponder how it may most prevail to spread His fame, 
exalt His name, and display His beauty. 

'' Lovest thou me ? '' Behold the great demand, 
^'Tea^ Lord, thou knowest." Happy he who can 
thus appeal to Christ for what is in his secret 
heart Christ's last recorded question was, ^* Lovest 
thou me?'' Hath not this a great significance? 
Thrice Christ demanded assurance of love, from him 
who had thrice denied Him. Doth it not proclaim 
that love is the only basis of stability ; the only gua- 
rantee of faithfulness ; that we should always deem 
that He is asking of us, '^Lovest thou me ?" that this 
should be the test with tu; that our reply must 
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figure forth our proper sentence ; that life or death 
is in the answer, self-absolving or self-accusing ; for 
as Love paid man's debt, so love alone can apply 
the ransom. To love is life ; to love not, death ; for 
Love gives not her precious remedy to hate, or cold- 
ness, or disregard. 

'' Then feed my sheep, my lambs ; " thou couldst 

not feed them, and take them to my rich pastures, if 
thou hast not that which my redeemed ones will 
desire — ^holy, pure, and ardent love 1 

Eemember Chxist's last questioiiy ^ Loyest thou me f " 
Is thab on which depends eternity ! 

Five hundred who believe behold at once the risen 
Saviour, and hear the imfolding of redeeming Love's 
great mysteiy. Christ shows not His great marvels 
to unbelieving crowds ; goes not to priests or Sanhe- 
drim ; but those who believe are allowed to gaze on 
their dear Bedeemer's face, while yet He treads this 
earth I 

Forty days expire ! Earth cannot longer retain 
the Lord of Glory. Love and mercy bend to human 
weakness, and Christ, in whom they dwell in all their 
fulness, remains to show how complete His victory 
over Death ; how all-sufficient His great power to 
save. He quits the world, where He has bestowed 
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eternal life on all who will confess and serve Him 
as God ; and now that human fonn^ scorned by Jew 
and Gentile, will be borne by His own might, 
through fields of ether to the eternal throne ; there 
to receive for ever the homage of the assembled 
hosts of light. He prepares His Apostles for this 
great crowning evidence of His divinity ; He shows 
how necessaiy it is for them and all that He should 
take upon him His glory ; appoints them to wait 
in Jerusalem until He send the promise of the 
Father, the Comforter, the Holy Spirit of light and 
truth, who will bring back to their memory all that 
He had spoken ; showing by His light, as He alone 
can ever do, the true sense of the Divine words, 
" John truly did baptize with water ; but ye shall be 
baptized with the Holy Ghost, and with fire/' 

He leads them to Olivet ; by the road, where 
the multitudes shouted their hosannas — past the 
scene of that bitter passion, and that sweat of 
blood, never to be forgotten in time or in eternity. 
They are on Olivet ; soon their eyes will cease to 
behold Him. " Lord, wilt thou at this time restore 
again the kingdom to Israel ?" How little do they 
yet understand of the work they have to do, and 
the nature of Christ's kingdom upon earth ! '' It 
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is not for you to knovf the times or the seasons, 
which the Father hath put in his 'own power; 
but," &c. — (Acts i. 7, 8). Above — above — He hath 
left the earth ; His hands, that touched their heads 
in blessings, are outstretched still ; He blesses as 
He goes. He ascends ; ascends alone, a blaze of 
light. His own eflEiilgence, more bright than mid- 
day sun, around Him. They adoring kneel. He 
is lost in cloud, that flames like a meteor as His 
glory passes through. They cannot ceaae their 
gaze; they feel a new expansion and ecstacy of 
soul, which holds their senses captive. He hath 
gone on high by His own power alone ! No 
chariot, as when Elias rose ; no angels to assist ; 
in the exuberant might of His divinity He 
traverses the boundless fields of heaven. There 
is no sorrow in their hearts now, as when He was 
lost to them on Calvary. Again He is taken 
from their sight ; but their souls have found, 
have gained Him for ever ; they feel that wherever 
they are or go. He will be near them, they will 
be environed by His Love. While still gazing 
heavenward, two angels stand beside them, with 
a Divine message, the words of which ought to 
thrill every heart till earthly time's last hour. 
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'^ This same Jesus, who is taken up from you into 
heaven, shall so come in like manner as ye have 
seen him go up into heaven/' Yes: rejoice, or 
tremble, as it may be, thou who readest. Christ 
mil surely come again, to judge those whom He 
died to save. 

The angels are gone — and the disciples look 
forward with rapture to the time when the promised 
Spirit shall make their souls His brilliant home. 
Their steps are light — Love warms their heart, 
iUumes their face, and ever and anon, with clasped 
hands, they raise their love-swinmiing eyes to 
heaven, and sing and shout loud hosannas and 
songs of praise ! 

They return to Jerusalem, to that city which 
has dared to reject and slay the Christ of 
Glory, the Lord of Heaven; who could have 
restored to it all its lost joys, but can now come 
again only in flaming vengeance to destroy it I The 
Saviour's parting touch gave new light ; they now 
remember the doom pronounced by Christ upon 
Jerusalem. The Temple resounds with their praise; 
they proclaim Jesus in all its courts, but they 
wait the Lord's parting promise, and His commands 
to warn the guilty of their sins, and point out to 
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them the path of mercy. Their own hearts have 
undergone a mighty change. Love ennobles all 
their thoughts. They are constant in prayer and 
praise^ and new light is [constantly flowing in upon 
them ; their mental vision is strengthened by Love ; 
and they comprehend the great and lofty charge, 
"Go ye into all the world," "Ye shall be my 
witnesses!" As the veil was torn from the holy 
place, so is that which concealed prophecy. Day 
by day they advance in love and zeal. A thousand 
years have passed since the guilt of Judas was 
foretold; Judas who, goaded by remorse, hath, 
hanged himself, and forfeited his bishopric and his 
ministry. Peter, inspired, counsels the election of 
a substitute, that their number may be again com- 
plete. This is done. Barnabas is elected ; and now 
in constant prayer they wait and watch for the day 
of promise. It dawns : its first gleam is on the 
pinnacle of the Temple ; it descends ; the sacred 
building glows in the smiles of the golden mom, 
whose roseate feet are now on eveiy mount and hill, 
clearing the circling vapour from each fair brow. 
The veiled valleys are waking from their soft 
slumber; the silvery mists are rising, and the 
groves are tuneful with morning songs. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

pentecost — ^thb gospel message — ^the work of 

Christ's apostles. 

The day of Pentecost is come I The twelve^ the 
seventy, are in one place, with Christ's mother, 
Mary of Bethany, and others, who have believed. 
Songs of praise, hymns of joy, ascend ; the incense 
of prayer is rising, when, lol a mighty rushing 
sound from heaven — on every head there rests a 
brilliant cloven fiery tongue — ^the Spirit's gloiy 
consecrating Christ's messengers for their mission of 
the Crosa The Holy Spirit reveals to them hidden 
things of God, fills their hearts with rapture, and 
endows their tongue with eloquence and power. 
They proclaim the Gospel message in every varying 
idiom of the East. The city throngs to hear. 
Crowds press in to know of these strange truths ; 
people from every land hear the Gospel message 
in their own language. Some are filled with awe 
and amazement, some with fear ; while some are 
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found to scoff at the Divine power bestowed, and 
to declare that the to them unknown sounds, are 
the voice of wine (Jerusalem's wretched children 
who disdain the men of Galilee). But Peter, full 
of power, proclaims that this is the fulfilment of 
prophetic promise ; shows that in Jesus they have 
slain the Christ whom the grave had no power 
to keep; throws the light of the Spirit on the 
sacred page, and teaches them rightly to understand 
its inspired truths ; shows how it was fixed in the 
Divine counsels that Christ should die, and carry 
with Him the human form to the throne in heaven, 
whence He shall rule over every land. The Holy 
Spirit carries home the burning words to the hearts 
of many ; thousands hear with fear and trembling, 
and a great cry is heard, "What shall we do?" 
The Gospel net has been cast with a mighty 
hand ; it has enclosed three thousand souls ; three 
thousand redeemed from death and ruin, baptized, 
renewed, and brought to Christ and glory. They 
acknowledge their mutual brotherhood — the 
Saviour's precepts are obeyed — Love, the living 
soul of all He taught, rules and governs them ; 
the rich supply their poorer brethren; all is love, 
zeal, and ardour. The Apostles work miracles 
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which confirm their faith in Christy and give new 
cause of rejoicing. Love's garments are not worn 
in vain ; many beholders are charmed^ and day 
by day increases the number of Christ's people, 
exalting redeeming Love, and blessing the dear 
Saviour's name. 

Behold the Gospel standard now unfurled. 
The vase is broken; the perfume spreads; Christ 
is displayed to the world. At first the precious 
odour is only for Israel; but, like the wind, 
nothing may now arrest its course round the globe. 
The scheme of salvation, no more hid in type, 
stands out clear to mortal eyes ; but as all is 
of Love, only her glorious light can show the 
veiled mystery of redemption. Love asks for 
humble, meek, submissive hearts. Man must feel 
his soul's need before he will come to the Cross 
for pardon ; feel that his need is because of sin, 
before he can hate it; and must hate it, before 
he can feel the sweet endearments of Love. 

Urged by the Holy Ghost, the Apostles ciy 
and spare not, '' Kepent your sins." Are these the 
men who left their Master? is this he who thrice 
denied his Lord ? Where do they now exalt His 
name and declare His divinity? whom do they 
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now summon to humble themselves in the dust 
at His feet? Let Peter show. A man, lame 
from birth, lying at the Temple door, demands 
charity. He is known of all Jerusalem. The 
Apostle, in Christ's name, heals him. The people 
crowd around him ; he takes firm hold of Peter 
and John, through whom he has attained this 
great mercy. " Why marvel ye at this ?" &c. — 
(Acts iii.) They are arrested and taken before 
the Sanhedrim; they know not fear; they are 
strong in heavenly strength. Peter proclaims the 
solemn truth, and spares neither priest nor ruler. 
In the Temple, in the judgment hall, they sum- 
mon to repentance ; to them who led Him to the 
Cross, they prove Him to be indeed the Son 
of God ; threatened, they brave the vengeance ; 
Christ hath bid them preach ; '^ Whether it be 
light in the sight of God to hearken unto you 
more than unto God, judge ye V — (Acts iv.) These 
are the men who sought earthly thrones; now 
ready to die for Cihiist imd Hia truth. DiHmisaed, 
their followers receive them with increased joy; 
five thousand souls pi^ofess their faith in Christ. 
Daily the Church expands, and constantly they 
implore the Divine power to enable them to per- 
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severe^ to fear not pain or suffering in the cause 
of the holy Jesus; and that signs and wonders 
may still attend their steps. They obtain a 
manifestation of the Divine presence ; the edifice 
trembles ; every heart glows anew with fervour ; 
Love reigns triumphant in all ; and with mighty 
power the Apostles bear witness of the resurrection 
of their Lord. 

Not in vain do they seek God's aid. Behold 
Ananias and Sapphira dead at their feet ; a fearful 
sudden doom! Avarice and hypocrisy sought to 
uphold themselves by perjury ; there is no moment 
given for repentance ; hot with their guilt, they 
are summoned to judgment. None may tempt 
God's Spirit with impunity. Though Christ hath 
brought Love to earth, none may insult His 
majesty, fix the stain of falsehood on His purity, 
profess to render Him homage, while by their deeds 
denying His knowledge and His power. Christ 
supports His infant Church ; where there is faith 
the mere shadow of Peter removes disease. The 
infuriate priests, hurried on to violence, imprison 
the bold Apostles. But the angel of the Lord 
releases them, and bids them without fear maintain 
the strife. With the coming mom they again 
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preach Christ crucified. The ranks of justice are 
full of confusion; but miracle is in vain; repent- 
ance calls in vain ; they summon now their victims. 
"Ye have filled Jerusalem with your doctrine, 
and intend to bring this man's blood upon us." 
How uncompromising their reply : " We ought to 
obey God rather than man. The God of our 
fathers raised up Jesus^ whom ye slew and hanged 
on a tree. Him hath God exalted with his right 
hand to be a Prince and a Saviour, to give repent- 
ance to Israel, and forgiveness of sins. And we 
are his witnesses of these things, and so is also 
the Holy Ghost, whom God hath given to them 
that obey him" — (Acts v.) The priests pur- 
pose to slay them, but milder counsel prevails; 
they are beaten and forbidden to teach, but they 
are ready to suffer for His dear sake, and loudly 
proclaim His name. 

Nor in vain. The Holy Ghost bestows pro- 
phetic power. The miracles and zeal of Stephen 
arouse furious hatred ; he is seized, bound, and 
accused before the murderers of his Lord, when 
he becomes beautified with a resemblance of angelic 
glory. Love is again calling to these lost men ; but 

they have the extreme perversity of sin. Their 

t 
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prisoner shows with mighty eloquence the past guilt 
of Israel, and how they themselves have betrayed 
the Just One. They writhe with pain, rage, and 
fury, while he obtains that great reward — a view 
of Heaven ; inspired, he sees the eternal throne, 
the Son of God standing by in glory. They stop 
their ears, as when the Saviour declared himself to 
be the Son of God ; they thrust him forth, and 
make him the first martyr of the Cross ; he is 
stoned to death, and dies praying for his murderers. 
— {Acts vii.) 

Every house is now searched for victims ; the 
disciples are thus dispersed, and the Gospel pro- 
claimed through all the land. Samaria beholds 
Philip's mighty works, and with joy beUeves. 

" Beginning with Jerusalem 1 " This has been 
done. Wonder of Love ! The message of pardon, 
peace, and eternal joy is first offered to them who 
denied, reviled, tortured, condemned, and slew the 
Son of God. Forgiveness is theirs, if they will 
confess their guilt and seek for mercy. Power is 
given to the Apostles that miracle may confirm 
their words, and His name be thus glorified. The 
Holy Ghost unfolds to them the prophecies, and 
shows them that Christ's empire is over the souls 
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of men ; points them to where their crime is pre- 
dicted ; rulers and kings in array against Christ ; 
the '' Man of Sorrows/* bearing man's chastisement 
for man's salvation ; betrayed, deserted, sold, given 
up to death, but not to corruption ; sin, mad and 
blind, ftJfilling the eternal counsels, working his 
own dire destiny in compassing the death of Christ, 
whose blood God will accept as a ransom for every 
soul that believes in the Incarnate Mystery ; repents, 
takes hold by faith on the Saviour; pleads for 
mercy ; assimies Love's sweet yoke ; strives to win 
her smiles, and to live according to her precepts. 
These glorious truths are shown and revealed to 
them by the Apostles; but pride, ambition, lust, 
close their hearts ; they hate such truths, and not 
the less fo^ being thus revealed. Poor slaves of 
pride! they scorn Him whom Heaven obeys and 
adores ; they view His mighty hand ; but as all 
His works are Love, they, with cool determined 
hate, defy Him ; strive to crush what they cannot 
deny or disprove; and relentlessly shed the blood 
of His followers. 

Still the perfume floats over this favoured land 

alone. There is no evidence yet of its universal 

spread. And yet the heathen are embraced in Loved 

t 2 
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promise ; all the eaith hath claim to her joys. Eternal 
Wisdom hath appointed that Israel shall first feed 
on precious things ; Israel, whose enormous sin 
hath an extreme need ; Israel, on whom impends a 
punishment so dire, sent by God in reply to its 
daring imprecation, that there is no more blood- 
stained page on the roll of history, than that which 
tells of the cup of horrors drained to the dregs by 
her guilty people. Yes, Divine Wisdom concen- 
trates here all Love's earliest efforts ; she exalts 
the Saviour, where man debased and degraded 
Him ; where there are living witnesses of the 
truth ; where falsehood could be readily detected ; 
where the keen eye of hate would piercfe through 
and expose deception ; where He worked, taught, 
died, rose, and ascended to heaven ; His standard 
is displayed on Calvary, where blood washed out 
condemnation. Is not Love glorious in this? 
giving her earliest care to her most bitter foes; 
calling on them first to flee to her for refuge, and 
to share her rest ; stooping to their weakness ; that 
she may win their hearts, not sending her message 
yet to the Gentiles? God's Spirit never confers 
unnecessary power ; the need arrives, more is given ; 
when the time is come. He gives sight and know^ 
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ledge ; He bestows strength sufficient for the day, 

« 

but does not leave any surplus in the treacherous 
heart of man. The Apostle's mission is now to 
Israel only. Bepent, ye chosen race, is their cry ; 
why should ye perish? adore the Lord whom ye 
have slain, and live. Not one word is there of 
mercy for the Gentile; no one bestows a thought 
on heathen lands; only the chosen race is sum- 
moned to bend before the throne of the Son 
of God. 

But Love, though to man she seems veiled in 
mystery, pursues incessantly the eternal purpose. 
When she called Abraham; when she selected 
David, and chose for him three smooth stones from 
the brook, guided them to the giant's brain, and laid 
the bulky boaster prostrate in death ; she was pre- 
paring the ra^e, and the kingly line of the great 
Messiah ; for Him she made Abraham a prince, for 
this she made David a sovereign. And so with the 
student at Gamaliel's feet, deep rapt in pharisaic 
ceremonial, the very quintessence of Hebrew pride, 
for whom there were only Jews on the earth. He 
is diving deep into Hebrew lore, that he may be a 
learned disputant for Love. Who but Love could 
see the future Paul in that hot persecuting zealot ? 
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Yet she hath chosen him, and he shall mightily 
prevaU in bearing her message to the GentUes. He 
who is now the terror of her flock^ is under prepara- 
tion to be the Apostle of the Grentiles. Thus Love 
elects; and that no pride may strive to share mth 
her, she shows it to be all her Divine work alone. 
He guarded the raiment of Stephen's murderers 
while they perform their hideous work. Now he is 
keen in search of Christ's disciples ; prisons groan 
with his victims; the flock of Christ dispersed, 
Jerusalem is deficient in prey ; he hunts for them in 
distant cities, and for this he is on his way to Da- 
mascus. But Love is in his path ; while threatening 
slaughter, the great Eedeemer's hand is stretched 
forth, and he is prostrate on the ground beneath a 
flood of gloiy, Christ arraigns and reproves him ; 
he Ustens humbly ; asks the Saviour's will ; and 
prepares for his work. He journeys on. bereft of 
sight ; three days he fasts ; and Ananias is sent to 
heal him. The Holy Spirit gives light to his soul ; 
and he who came a persecutor, makes the syna- 
gogues resound with the blessed name of Jesus — 
(Acts ix.) 

Yet, though Paul's especial charge is the Gen- 
tiles, who may contend with Hebrew scribes 
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the pupil of Gamaliel ? Hear him proclaim to them 
that Christ is in Jesus ; and that He alone can give 
remission jof sins. He explains the sacred text with 
so much power, and so perplexes and confounds the 
Hebrew scribes, that they conspire against the 
former zealot, and that he in turn has to flee from 
persecution. Weak man would have deemed this 

to have been his mission; but this was not God's 
election. '* He is a chosen vessel unto me, to bear 
my name before the Gentiles" — (Acts ix. 15). Yes : 
Love's precious -banner is now to be upraised on the 
dark horizon of the Gentile world. Priests and 
Sanhedrim disdain their Lord ; monarchs shall fall 
prostrate before Him ! kings shall defend His 
cause I earth's emperors shall confess that their 
power is from Him ! that they hold their crowns 
of Him 1 that it is by His grace they are 
enthroned 1 

Years roll on. Paul still sounds the gracious 
message in Jewish ears. Although the great Gen- 
tile harvest is to be his, Christ hath appointed the 
first-fraiits to Peter. He shows to him that Iiove 
knows no distinction ; that whomsoever she touches' 
is clean ; and summons him to Cesarea, to make 
known His salvation. He there preaches Jesus; 
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the atonement ; His resurrection ; His ascension 
up on high ; tells how he is sent to testify for Christ, 
who is the Judge of quick and dead, and will give 
remission of sins to them that believe in, adore, and 
obey Him. The Holy Ghost descends on the Gren- 
tile hearers ; they receive the gift of tongues. The 
Apostle is lost in wonder and admiration; God's 
will is clear; ^'who can refuse?'' he exclaims. It 
is God's command He baptizes and remains with 
them for a time, adoring with them their common 
Lord — {Acts xi.) The Jewish brethren doubt that 
Christ can have called Gentiles to His feast. Jeru- 
salem murmurs. Peter hath brought disgrace on 
them by eating with the uncircumcised He all 
explains, and adds, " What was I, that I could with- 
stand God?"— (^cte xi. 17.) They in their turn 
become enlightened ; the heathen may receive eterruxl 
life. Doth not thy Gentile heart throb at this? 
they would have denied thee the heritage of life ; 
would have had thee come a suppliant, craving some 
crumbs at their proud hands. Men, even redeemed 
men, would stem the tide of love ; would pre- 
tend that Christ was slain by the Jews, only for 
Israel. They do not yet know that all the charm of 
Israel and Judah with God, was that He saw Christ 
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in them^ electing them as a race of which He should 
proceed; that for this He called Abraham and 
anointed David ; that it was for Him, Cyrus gave 
freedom and land ; that it was His concealed beauty 
that made them fair ; and that now His loveliness 
has departed, they merge into the world at large, 
though selected, as the immediate human kinsmen of 
Christ, to be the first to taste His grace. Love's 
marvellous odour still hovering exclusively in their 

■ 

atmosphere, will spread until it' surround the world ; 
as well attempt to shut up the impalpable air in a 
human hand, as assign limits to Love's progression ; 
the perfome must spread till all earth's atmosphere 
is only Love I And lo. His followers are no longer 
Hebrews, or Jews, but Christians; so first called 
in Antioch, where was given to them this proud 
distinctive badge of faith in Christ. Christians ! 
Glorious name I to bind the whole human family in 
one bright brotherhood ; demolish barriers ; linking 
heart with heart, though mountains and deserts 
separate them, though ocean intervene, or the huge 
flood of time, or differing colour, climate, language, 
raise up hindrance. Proud name, for the whole 
earth's triumphant song ; proud name, that declares 
the world is Christ's ; that it owes to Him submis- 
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sion as Bang, adoration as God, love aa Redeemer, 

united, 

Jew, Greek, Barbarian, Scythian, bond, and free, 
Monarch and peasant, in Love's unity : 
Al] one in Love ! 

The hour is come. Twelve years have passed, 
and the Gentiles now are taught. Christ hath 
shown to Paul, that all who believe in Him shall be 
saved. He begins his work as Apostle of the 
Gentiles. (Jod's Spirit goes with him, and attends 
the preached Word. The joyful tidings spread from 
city to city ; the false gods of Asia begin to totter 
on their altars ; Gentile converts are multiplied, and 
Jewish Christians rejoice. Behold Christ's sceptre 
beating down the heathen gods. But a pharisaic 
leaven is in the Church, which would impose Jewish 
ceremonial on Christ's people. A council is held, 
and the leaven is destroyed. It is decreed that the 
baptized in Christ are free from the ceremonial law ; 
they need no circumcision in the flesh ; the sacrifice 
of the Lamb of God, has atoned for the sins of eveiy 
believer in every age and time. Still the liberated 
perfume rests over Asia only ; Europe knows not of 
its fragrance ; but Love, who has begun her wide 
world progress will traverse eveiy land ; and Shem, 
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Ham^ and Japhet shall alike rejoice in a Saviour's 
name. Paul visits his beloved Churches; plants 
new ones ; eveiy day brings its increase. He would 
go into Bithynia^ but is forbidden ; it is not there 
that the eyes of Divine Love are now fondly 
turning. He proceeds to TroM. There in a dream 
he beholds a man of Macedonia crying^ '^ Come over 
and help us ! " He comprehends the vision. Love 
is about to woo the heart of Europe I Methinks I 
go with Christ's Apostle on that little bark. What 
an atmosphere of Love i Grace and eternal life go 
together there. Never did the bright ^gean bear 
so vast a wealth upon its tideless waters ; never was 
breeze thereon so honoured, as that which wafts the 
bearer of Love's errand ; it propels the destinies of 
half a world ; it floats the banner beneath which 
alone there is safety for mankind, beneath which 
alone the human intellect may safely expand; 
Celestial Banner, that shall never cease to float 
over the earth, until she sinks, expiring, into her 
fiery grave. Dost thou not feel that as this vessel 
glides along, the hill of Calvary is brought with 
added power to thy mind? Dost thou not read below 
the title there, more legibly "ybr thee ; " feel that 
thy soul's salvation is floating there, and that Love 



288 THE COURSE OF 

is spreading for thee her choicest provision ? Yes, 
Christ is now calling thee; JjOYe all smiling sees 
thee, and sees thy heart her own, through the mist 
and gloom of eighteen centuries ; sees thee on thy 
knees in prayer, blessing her bounty in God's 
mighty Son. Appears not Love yet more briUiant 
to thee as Paul, at Philippi, leads the heart of 
Lydia to Christ? doth not her delicious breath 
come more sweetly to thee ? feel you not a keener 
sense of personal shame when Paul is smitten 
for your Saviour's sake? The tree is deeply 
planted, and Macedonia yields abundant fruit ; 
firm stands its blessed trunk in Europe; and 
though passion may scorch its leaves, hell shall 
never be able to spoil her of the matchless prize. 
Love opens wide her arms to the children 
of Europe ! Thou blessed portion of God's earth, 
the smile of Love shall never more leave thee, 
nor shall all the efforts of Satan hide her beauties 
from thee ! Assuming her fair form, he may spread 
foul snares for lust and vanity, pride and ambition, 
to which the human heart is ever ready to fall a 
prey; but when his triumph shall seem most 
certain and confirmed, Love again unveiling her 
bright face, shall show how mean, poor, vile, and 
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insignificant is everything else when compared with 
her eternal beauties ; will recall thy erring feet to 
the paths of truth ; and restore thee to the vigour of 
thy Gospel youth. 

The name of Jesus is proclaimed upon the hiU 
of Mars. The Unknown God has come to claim 
His altars. The polished Areopagite listens to the 
Apostle of the Gentiles^ and is taught that God 
who made and rules the earthy winked at their 
false worship until the time had come for the 
revelation of His fulness of mercy in Christ Jesus, 
who came to free them from eternal deaths himself 
first victor over the cold dark grave ; that now He 
demands repentance, and has sent His summons to 
the children of Europe, that they may believe on 
Him. Philosophy sneers ; but in many hearts Love 
triumphs. Thessalonica, Corinth, Philippi, Berea, 
are fields of victory, where Jove, Mars, and Venus 
are compelled to yield their spoils to Divine Love. 

Christ's kingdom is of constant growth. A few 
years have passed, and Paul, prisoner in Some, pro- 
claims the truth in that proud pagan city, and 
preaches Jesus within the imperial halls. Children 
are there bom to Love ; many hearts feel the 
Divine beauty of the Babe of Bethlehem, leap from 
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the fatal sty of their fSsilse divinities, and wear the 
garments of Love. Though paganism has there its 
sumptuous temples, while Christ hath not even 
one modest fane, He hath His altars in many 
hearts, whence pure incense rises to heaven. No 
vain conceits mix with His sweet Gospel message ; 
no presumptuous humanity dares yet to bring its 
meretricious aid, to make that fair which forms 
the beauty of realms above. Love, faith, and 
purity, proffer eternal youth to man; plain and 
simple the conditions; repentance, sincere belief, 
earnest prayer, loving obedience ; and Christ's 
blood alone atones for all sin and guilt. The 
eternal Gospel, as preached by the Apostles, pro- 
claims this, the only remedy for sin ; that by faith 
the blood that flowed on Calvary is applied to 
man's guilty soul; that its touch removes all 
guilt and stain, and makes the soul pure, white, 
and fair, fit for the realms of bliss; that the 
triumph of Love over the corrupt senses will give 
evidence of this wondrous change, subduing lusts, 
quenching evil passions, and by the desire of 
heaven, loosening the bonds of eartli, detaching 
man from the world's vaingloiy, and its corrupt- 
ing gain ; triumphing over pride, avarice, hate, 
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revenge, and creating in him pure and holy joys; 
drawing the heart to Christ ; conforming the spirit 
to His who made every woe His care, and prac- 
tised every precept taught by His blessed lips, to 
destroy that selfishness which can only be over- 
come by the possession and renewal of the heart 
by Christ. Wherever Love has destroyed selfish- 
ness, there earth reflects to heaven the beauty of 
its Maker's face. 

What is the substance of Paul, Peter, and 
John's Epistles ? That a loving faith brings with 
it purity and love ; that what Christ taught, what 
reigns supreme in redemption, what constitutes 
man's only hope of heaven, is Love. Every grace 
that God requires in man, is one of the flowers 
growing beneath her beauteous hand, is one of the 
evidences of her sway over what was before the 
parched and arid plain of sin. Those graces show 
that the sunlight of her smile has replaced the 
scorchmg fires of sin^ passions; that they are 
only bom in the soul by a true faith in Christ; 
and that a faith of which they do not appear as 
the o%ring, is a barren, useless, worthless thing. 
And it cannot be doubted. True faith in Christ 
awakes an ardent love for Him who left his 
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heavenly throne^ and became incarnate, that He 
might redeem man's soul and raise him to eternal 
life beyond the grave. The love of Christ begets 
other love ; through it man loses sight of himself; 
he would resemble Him whom he loves; and he 
is thus restored to his primeval state. No angry 
passion can dweU in him; wrath pales his fiery 
crest at the name of Jesus ; for him this life is 
but the preparing womb of an immense eternity, 
in the faint glimmering light of which his soul 
prepares for the matchless splendours of heaven. 
The hour of death is for him the time of its real 
birth, when his soul commences its true life. 
The immeasurable wealth reserved for him in 
the future, obscures in his renewed sight the poor 
riches of earth ; he feels himself engaged to honour 
Him from whom his great promise comes; and 
this honour is rife with delicious joys. The debt 
he owes is of love ; the flame of love warms his 
bosom; with love's ardour he strives to pay his 
debt; as love increases, so increases in his eyes 
his debt of gratitude, duty, obedience, to give 
evidence of sin being dethroned within him; for 
sin thus subdued has no longer the masteiy ; love 
has set the heart fr^e; grace reigns; and God's 
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justice becomes justified to him^ seeing, though 
faintly yet, as God himself sees. He is freed 
from that vile bondage, the end of which is the 
eternal death of thit «du1 — that long hideous woe 
unrelieved by one single ray of hope ; for Love 
not only gives eternal joys, but liberates from 
eternal pain. With sublime ecstacy she bestows 
also a constantly-increasing energy; the soul soars 
to heaven, but she dares not rest entranced there ; 
she recognises a thousand claims upon her here ; 
amid these she dwells ; her constant aim is to 
satisfy them. Love's generous beauties show in 
every action; the Saviour's precepts, engraved 
upon the heart, give loveliness to the daily life ; 
an unerring sign, where it is seen, of a renewed 
heart. Dost thou say that thou knowest and lovest 
Christ, and yet dost daily outrage His precepts, 
and break His commandments; thou a liar art; 
but if thou keep His word. His Love is perfected 
in thee, which proves His presence in thee — 
(1 John xi. 4). 

Love is not an abstract, ideal thing ; it is prac* 
tical and is ever casting treasures in abundance 
about its path ; it is the unfailing cure for this 
world's deadliest evils*; for whence come the 
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horrors and excesses that sully and debase man- 
kind ? from *' corruption that polluteth the world 
through lust." The imparlance of a new Divine 
nature alone gives freedom frx>m this. If heavenly 
love be in thy heart, thou hast received that new 
nature, and shalt obtain exceeding great and 
precious promises. An ever-active principle, it 
sheds its light before man's steps; wherever he 
goes Love is visibly his companion; the idolizing 
mirror of self has been destroyed, and the perfect, 
faultless one of truth has been obtained. In this 
he sees his real image, his vileness, his defects; 
and that the only human worth is bom under 
the touch of Love, 'who condescends to man that 
he may become hers. And was he such an one ? 
He feels that such he was, and shuns instead of 
idolizing himself ; he seeks and follows Love ; 
strives to attain to her standard ; submits thoughts 
and deeds to that supreme authority. Would 
Christ have dried that large and bitter tear ? See 
Him prepare, with prayer to heaven, for aid to 
destroy the poisonous source of grief, and restore 
the lost joy. Hath a darling child, for whom 
vanity and pride had prepared some lofty pinnacle, 
destroyed the whole fabric by some act of thought- 
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less disobedience — some uncalculating dream of 
youth? Oh^ Jesus pardoned, Jesus sought and 
cherished me I Love will overcome anger, and 
watch her still with tenderness. Where Love is, 
hate and anger die. Love doth not return hate 
for injury; revenge may not dwell in the heart 
with Love ; for hate and revenge are of sin, and 
he cannot be the slave of sin who hath been bom 
anew of Christ. Injury, persecution, wrong, may 
have foully assailed him ; but this doth not change 
for him the character of eternal truth. The subject 
flesh may rebel for a moment, but he resists it, 
and Love gives strength for victory. Example, 
precept, law, command, are all clear in the Gospel. 
Love is the soul of religion — Love is the bride 
of Christ — the heir of God. With Love man hath 
all; wanting Love, he lacks all. Listen to the 
inspired Apostle. 

GABITAS. 

Though firom my tongae rich eloquence may flow, 

In every language spoke by man below, 

In every sweet harmonious idiom known, 

To glorious seraphs round the Eternal Throne ; 

If Love doth not within my bosom dwell, 

I am an empty sound, a tinkling belL 

What though the Spirit to mine eyes disclose, 

All that in Time's dark womb yet formless grows ; 

H 2 
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To me all mystery recondite uDBeal ; 
The hidden depths of knowledge all reveal ; 
Though faith in me such mighty power attain, 
I mountains hurl like pebbles, in the main; 
If love be not my heart's perpetual guest, 
I nothing am, I am of nought possessed. 
Though Wealth's immense accumulated store, 
I ostentatious give to feed the poor ; 
Though zeal in me no threatening ill can tame ; 
Though I my body yield to raging flame ; 
If wanting in Love's earnest, holy glow, 
I all things lack ; to me no good can flow. 
'Though wronged oft, though grieved, though wounded sore, 
Still love is ready, soothing balm to pour ; 
No spark of envy with her light can dwell ; 

Not rash, no boasting tales her tongue can tell ; 

No pride can make her placid bosom sweU ; 

No vanity disturbs her peaceful reign. 

Its painted face retires, its efforts vain : 

The weal and woe of others made her own. 

No sympathy survives for self alone. 

What provocation can with ire commove 

The mild, meek, gentle soul of peaceful lovet 

Anger may light, but he must straight depart, 

He ne'er inhabits where she gains the heart. 

She, pure and good, reluctant slow to find, 

In what seems evil, proof of evil mind ; 

A proved iniquity will drown her voice. 

While truth's bright view bids all her powers rejoice. 

Love, all things beareth, all things will believe. 

Will patient work, expectant to receive. 

Where most unpromising the soil appears. 

If she endure a rich reward of cares. 

O, she can never fail ! for ever bright. 

Eternal as the exhaustless source of light ! 
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Prophetic voioes may be heard no more, 
And tongaes astounding witchery cease to pour ; 
All that doth knowledge seem may disappear, 
As added light from Truth the mists shall dear ; 
But Love, with Faith, and Hope, for aye remain, 
Love greater, brighter, than her Sisters twain. 

I Cor. xiiL 

Love is the essence of the Gospel ; the message 
brought to ruined man by the dear Son of God ! 
Love sheds God's glory on the soul. Love holds 
the key, and opens the door of heaven, where none 
can enter but her children ; She fills all heaven — She 
occupies the great eternal throne ! Hast thou given 
thy heart to Herf thou shalt reign with her for 
ever. Hast thou not given it to Her ? then, until 
thou do so, vain, false, delusive, is every hope of 
bliss; and the gulf of endless ruin yawns before 
thee. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

DESTBUOnON OF JERUSALEM — HEATHEN PERSSCUTIOKS 

ROME AND MAHOMET — THE REFORMATION — ENa- 
land's mission — ^THE DAT OF DOOM AND GLORT. 

KoME — Imperial Kome — ^that performed the Jewish 
behest in crucif3nng the Lord of life, to fill up her 
huge cup of guilt, assails the mighty work of Divine 
Love, and spills relentlessly the precious blood of 
Christ's disciples. Paul, Peter, and all the Apostles 
except John, have been slain by impious hands, and 
departed to their holy rest. The fruitftil seed of 
martyrdom has been sown profusely throughout the 
empire, and, answering to heathen violence, fresh 
plants of beauty rise and spread on every hand. 
The sweet and blessed beams of the Gospel day, 
traverse the profound darkness of pagan night; 
they are yet but small scattered specks of lustre, 
sparkling like the brilliant £y of India through 
the midnight gloom; and the pitiless storms of 
heathen persecution wiU sweep away myriads of 
these effulgences, the offspring of Love ; but never, 
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never more shall the atmosphere of Earope be 
vdthout the charm of their brightness and their 
beauty. . . . Jerusalem is no more / . . . . 
Love veiled her face, and every demon horror 
descended upon the wretched land. The self- 
demanded flood of vengeance* was poured over the 
guilty nation and people. Christ's followers per- 
ceived the coining woe, and, obedient to His com- 
mands, hastened from the devoted city; while 
those who scorned the Crucified of Calvary, sped 
to its cherished, guilty walls, and perished there. 
The fearful siege of the Chaldeans, was but as 
a summer breeze to the fiercest hurricane, when 
compared with this dire woe,- the awful judgment 
of Heaven on a lost race — ^the city, a nation's tomb 
— a shrieking, bloody, fiery, sepulchre — ^the loath- 
some and polluted bier of a whole people; a 
ruin complete and irremediable. 

The vase thus shivered, its scattered fragments 
are found within the blood-stained circus, and in 
the loathsome stew. Let the nations tremble — ^an 
outraged God is a fierce consuming fire. Think 
but a moment : it was in a Jewish womb that 

* '^ His blood be upon us and upon our children" — {St 
MaU. zxviL 25). 
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Redeeming Love assumed the human fonn that 
is now enthroned in heaven; yet the hand of 
vengeance was not stayed ; and horrors so exceed- 
ing crowded on horrors^ that the fearM narrative 
chills the blood. But Love ordained that the 
scattered ruins of her ancient people should bear 
witness to her righteousness; and every land, 
eveiy coming age, hath beheld in them that damn- 
ing ancient sin, that love of gold, which neither 
plunder nor torture can daunt, much less eradicate ; 
and which is at the same time their solace^ their 
hope, and their punishment, until the coming of 
that glorious day, when the light of Love shall 
penetrate the darkness of their souls, and their 
hearts shall confess and worship her Divine 
mystery. Then, ah then, Jerusalem shall spring up 
renewed ; bright Palestine, become the Paradise of 
the world ; and every trace of God's great vengeance 
shall disappear from a soil restored, enriched, and 
beautified by Love. Earth shall have no other 
scene that can compare with its glorious loveli- 
ness, and admiring millions shall find in it the 
long-lost Eden. Wherever the blessed feet of 
the World's Redeemer trod in the days of His 
deep humiliation, there earth shall smile with her 
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primeval power, and joy and gladness shall burst 
forth from the tomb of centuries of desolation; 
Christians shall bring their tribute from every 
land, and millions of Love's redeemed children 
shall crowd there to worship and adore. O that 
our eyes might behold that glorious day I Hasten, 
hasten, O Love, the coming of that long-predicted, 
that long-promised time, when the remnant of 
Judah shall acknowledge the Babe of Bethlehem 
as their Bedeemer and Saviour, and wake the 
slumbering echoes of Palestine with their songs 
of praise ! Methinks the eastern sky is warming 
,i^ the fi^ ™^ of that bHUiaal aa, w^i 
opens now the door of to chamber, preparing 
to end the protracted dirge of Old Jerusalem : 
O may he bound swiftly up the homon, summon 
the scattered tribes from all the lands, make Carmel 

shout, make Sharon laugh with loveliness, and 
crowd the beauty of Eden round the tomb of 
Calvaiy ! 

Proclaim your King, ye children of Abraham 
after the flesh — be also His children after the Spirit ; 
acknowledge your King — ^the world's King, that 
your long disgrace may end. Look around the 
earth; behold Him everywhere proclaimed; and 



302 THE OOCRS£ OF 

will ye be the last to bend before His throne^ and 
acknowledge the universal brotherhood in Christ? 
Haste, that our eyes may behold the blessings that 
He will bestow on His kinsmen according to the 
flesh ; haste, that our hearts, which are throbbing 
for you, may celebrate the feast of your return 
beneath her sceptre, who woos you from the irra- 
diant throne of Christ. Love loudly calls you in 
His name. When will ye wake from your long 
sleep of unbelief? Do you not see that His name 
is daily marching to conquest — that it is a flaming 
fire, consuming pagan deities — ^that it is a brilliant 
light, illumining the darkened realms of earth ; not 
propagated with torture and with blood, but by the 
sweet persuasion of His blessed word ; as when he 
stood by the Lake of Tiberias, and strewed the 
precious pearls of eternal life in Galilee. His name 
strides swiftly now to universal power. Do nations 
look for victory? they must hoist His banner; 
borne around the world, every rival is hurled into 
the dust before it, and sinks to everlasting dark- 
ness. Ambition is not dead; yet only the hosts 
of those who own Christ's empire can pretend to 
conquest. All, alas ! are not His who call them- 
selves by His name ; yet must they own Him if 



DIVINS LOVE. 303 

they will not fall to ruin. Pagan or Mahometan, 
they will find their empire shivered in their hand. 
When wiU ye wake? His territorial sway wiU soon 
be universal ; and who but your predicted Christ 
could thus, by agents so often at variance, rule the 
world? Can ye not see; to none can it be more 
clearly shown, that to His precepts ye owe that 
foul superstition is no longer arrayed against you 
in deadly hatred — ^that avarice and plunder no 
longer sully His name, to wrest from you your 
cherished gain. Here, in this land, where for 
long centuries ye dared not set your feet — here 
you dwell in all the proud freedom of full citizen 
ship ; protected, cherished, planted in the land ; your 
recent plaints and struggles giving only new proofs 
of your freedom from aU oppression ; your only 
grief being that ye could not share the rule and 
power which flowed from Him, because His name 
confronted you on the threshold of the Legislature 
of a professedly Christian land. And methinks it 
was those who best loved you, that resisted your 
efforts to have that name withdrawn, as if your 
wealth, so loudly urged, were more worthy than 
His name ; the name of Him to whose smiles we 
owe ail our blessings — Him of whom we hold this 
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land — ^whose love protects it, and secures to you 
your boasted wealth. It is to the partial observance 
of His blessed precepts, that ye owe ye are no 
longer hated and a prey; that ye may acquire, 
amass, display, enjoy, in full security and peace. 
It was not well for you to show your wealth 
erecting itself against Him through whom alone 
ye have rest; that as of eld it stands in proud 
contempt against Him whom all heaven adores. 
It was that same spirit of the world which in 
other days tortured you, and drew out your trea- 
sures, through your rack-torn joints ; that love of 
gold, your ancient foe in modem dress, that has 
now been on the side of your wealth, against the 
Saviour of mankind. They only really love you 
who see in you the human kindred of Christ Jesus, 
again to become a glorious people, when ye bow 
to Him who died to save you, and now rules the 
world ; they whose hearts long to see Jerusalem 
lift her head elate, and to welcome you as cherished 
brethren of their King. These would have denied 
your suit, because they hold that any land must 
now dare His curse, that would diminish His 
honour — ^now, when His arm is stretched out to 
wrest the long-held prey from sin; when He pre- 
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pares His mightiest triumphs. These deemed His 
standard, which waves above us, to be sacred in 
its every thread ; and believe that all who reject 
Christ, will in their need be rejected of Him. 
Home yielded to your clamours and crucified Him, 
and Kome perished in the act ; her name was in 
that moment inscribed upon the fatal roll of fallen 
nations. For that you betrayed her, she poured 
hot floods of ruin through your land. Her days 
were numbered ; step by step she fell ; yet her 
hand was always there in strength when you would 
commence to rebuild your city. She stained her 
hands deeply with Christian blood ; she was torn 
by internal discord; her powers wasted away, 
while the blessed flock of Christ became daily more 
numerous, though thinned by the slaughter of 
pagan feasts, by cross, by gladiatorial combat, 
cauldron, circus, fire, all dread forms of cruelty 
and pain. And yet ye, in the pride of your gold, 
demanded of us that we should remove the blessed 
name of Jesus from your path^ that ye might mount 
to legislative fame. What — ^place us third in ruin I 
Why did ye not recall the fate of your own country, 
and of its destroyer, Rome ? Ye were already more 
happy than ye had been at any time since Jeru- 
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salem fell, and yet ye risked again a war with 
Christ, and brought us, traitors, into the fatal snare, 
assuredly to perish. 

Gradual, constant, rapid is the progress of the 
truth as in Christ Jesus. While pure, the only 
power sought for it was over the hearts of men. 
There was no struggle for earthly sway, but only to 
lead to kingdoms and thrones above ; to purify man- 
kind by love, and exalt the name of Jesus. The 
Holy Spirit accompanying the Ward, this made a 
constant infiltration through the arid soils of pagan 
superstition, cleansing immortal souls till then sunk 
in the filth of sin. The renewed soul, gave a beauty 
to the outward life that could not pass unnoted. 
Pagan deities reeled beneath the silent blows, for 
these pure lives were as rods that flogged them on 
their altars. Men led by the hand of Love became 
so &ir beside their filthiness, that new eyes saw day 
by day the wondrous difference. Offerings cease to 
pour into their treasuries ; ravenous priestly luxuiy 
and licentiousness, robbed of their prey, clamour 
for vengeance ; and the temporal power too often 
gives permission for the plunder and slaughter of 
those who name the name of Christ. But this, like 
all other human war against heaven, is bootless. 
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Christians spring up for every Christian that is slain. 
As when some polypus is cut in pieces^ each separate 
fragment becomes an independent life^ as if Nature 
exclaimed in scorn, "Ye would annihilate, and ye 
multiplied," so Love answers every hideous excess, 
by showing that blood and ashes are prolific seed of 
faith. Infuriate paganism strove to extirpate and 
extinguish Christianity, and lo I there is a Christian 
legion in the imperial army. Behold them kneeling 
amid the embattled host, and praying for Divine aid. 
Their gaze cast upward, the storm-clouds clear away, 
and leave a pure cerulean field of sky, on which not 
a speck doth rest, a vast circle of the sweetest blue, 
while around and beneath, down to the very horizon 
where the threatening thunder-clouds are massed, 
greyish white or dusky vapour tumbles and rolls, 
shrouding the heaven from view. In a moment, a 
lucent band shoots across the cerulean centre, while 
from either side issues a transverse stripe, uniting 
in the band.* Hark I a shout that speaks destruc- 
tion to the foe. All eyes are fixed on that celestial 
cross : no one can mistake the symbol of redemption ; 
and is not this an answer to the legion's prayer ? 

* I onoe beheld a most magnifioent and wondrous croBS thus 
produced over the full field of heayen. — ^Thx Author. 
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While the pagans regard it with admiration^ their 
hearts are full of sweetest joy; the eyes of the 
awestruck Emperor are fixed upon it, fascinated by 
its loveliness, and in that moment doubt is van- 
quished. He hails the cross as aa omen of victory, 
and calls devoutly on the Christians' God. Forth 
floods a torrent of enthusiasm ; hark to the legion's 
shout, " In hoc signo vinces ! " prophetic promise of 
a triumph decreed by heaven. Faint — fainter yet — 
and now 'tis gone, but it hath accomplished its 
mission ; it has won a victory that fixes the Em- 
peror's crown upon his brows, and shakes pagan 
temples into ruins. Jesus, the despised of Nazareth, 
who died the death of vilest slave upon a cross on 
Calvary, compels the proudest monarch of earth to 
confess that from Him he takes and holds his throne ; 
and to renounce that motley group of fraud and lies, 
of priestly craft and jugglery, which he had before 
acknowledged as his gods. 

But hath Italy then abjured paganism, and 
received and believed on Christ ? No royal edict 
can renew the unmortal spirit of man, and change it 
from hate to love. Love's light must bum on the 
separate altar of every heart. It is shining through 
Rome's wide realms, and she hath many children; 
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but the multitude are pagan stilly and, alas ! pride, 
lust, and ambition seize Love's holy things, and soil 
them with vain and impure conceits. The bishop 
craves the power of the fallen Pontiff ; luxury leads 
the heart astray ; philosophy steps in to Love's aid ; 
man's wisdom loves not Love's simplicity, but, in the 
sublimity of its power, insists on investing Truth 
with some added dignity. Though imperial edicts 
cannot renew one heart, they may be instruments 
for destroying what is estranging hearts from God 
by lies and fraud ; and Constantino thus fulfilled the 
will of Love, who rewards the work with special 
blessings. Home lies devoted beneath the penalty 
of blood. The devastating sword may not be averted 
from her who crucified the Lord of Life ; but Con- 
stantino may found a city upon which for yet a 
thousand years no fatal blow shall descend, while 
" Mene/* " Mene" on her walls, brings hosts of ruth- 
less northern plunderers to Rome. Alaric — ^Attila 
— the Goth — ^the Hun, destroy the pride and pomp 
and wealth of Italy. The barbarian spoilers' rush 
in like a flood ; and Italy's proudest structures fall to 
rise no more. She who rifled the world, lies plun- 
dered in her turn. Rome's rich diadem, won by 
force, is by force stricken from her brow — her 
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sceptre is broken ; its conquests, its triumphs are at 
an end. 

While Borne and Italy, stripped, burnt, and 
deluged with blood, are crumbling away, the Church 
of Christ is growing amid the ruins, but alas ! 
deformed by pagan rites, and no longer glorious 
through the pure effiilgence of Love alone. Man 
associates pomp and pageantry with her, and offers 
the aid of the broken idol's arm, to the Eternal, 
Almighty, Holy God! New feasts must replace 
the feasts of paganism; and Love be disgraced by its 
polluted trumpeiy. Her truths, as taught by Peter, 
Paul,. James, and John, where Christ and pardoning 
Love alone were named, are now declared inade- 
quate of themselves to save the soul, and are 
submerged beneath a flood of ceremony. The old 
Jewish leaven reappears; tradition must complete 
and improve the simple messages of heavenly grace ; 
it brings in its throng of profitable lies ; these are 
enthroned, while TnUh is hid or banished; Satan 
usurps the holy name of the Saviour of mankind; 
and avarice, lust, and pride seize on the keys of 
heaven, and sell for gold that pardon bought by 
blood on Calvary, for all who should believe on the 
finished work of Christ — a pardon Aill and free, and 



DIVINE LOVE. 311 

to be grasped by faith, that brings the load of sin 
beneath which the anguished spirit groans, to the 
deep-dyed cross of Christ, and leaves it there. The 
soul contemplates with fear and wonder that grow- 
iug mass of cheating vanities-with fear and dismay 
the success of its crafts and falsehoods ; and weeps 
and mourns that Satan and man should have been 
permitted so to deform and disfigure, what Love had 
made so fair. Oh, it exclaims, had that pure zeal sur- 
vived which shines so brightly in Christ's Apostles ; 
and had Love alone, as preached by them who heard 
Christ's words and beheld His works, replaced the 
overthrown pagan deities, what joy the world had 
known ! Yet still it views with triumph, that 
though man has thus encumbered the work of Love, 
Christ is exalted, even when human pride demands 
to share the homage which belongs to Him alone ; 
believes with joy that multitudes obtain redemption 
through Has precious blood — 

And join around the throne that seal^ throng, 
Whose lipe alone can sing the Lamb's new song. 

Rev. xiv. 3, 4, 

The golden grain, though hid in chaff, is there, 
And Christ is ever lovely, ever &ir. 
Though legend, fable, vain imaginings 
Usurp the place of Love's divinest things, 
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Stilly *Ui to Ohrist the heathen monsters yield. 
And troope beneath his banner win the field ; 
His Name Divine is borne o'er hills and plains. 
Till no &lse god on Europe's soil remains. 

Too oft, alas ! the Word of Peace is stained by the 
bloody triumphs of invading armies, yet that Word 
is spotless; the lust of power would still have sought 
its crimsoned spoils, even had no such message ever 
come from heaven ; and though it is borne along on 
the blood-stained stream of conquest, it ever averts 
a hideous crowd of human woes ; the cruel victor 
had been a monster, had he never heard of Christ 
the Saviour ; and though a tiger may have carried 
the message, a blessing rests behind the flames and 
blood ; a precious rose survives, when the thorns are 
removed. For Love bestows her heavenly treasures 
on every heart that turns to Christ and adores 
Him ; nor can redeeming Love be ever exhibited, 
but that some illumined heart will own its blessed 
influence. Man may surround and encumber it with 
a thousand wealth-extracting subtleties and lies, but 
while the cross of Christ is lifted up, while it is pro- 
claimed that God came to die for lost and ruined 
man, the Holy Spirit will carry home that truth to 
some hearts, will convince of sin, will magnify the 
office and finished work of Christ : Love's perftime 
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will floaty her glorious beauty will shine there^ how- 
ever concealed ; foul passions will cease their sway, 
and the sceptre be given to the Prince of Peace. 

But woe to the false shepherds who proclaim a 
Christ other than such as the Apostles preached 
under the teaching of God's Holy Spirit; who, 
strong in craft, or blinded by Satan, deny a finished 
sacrifice on Calvary ; who have opened treasures of 
human merit amassed and heaped up in heaven, to 
be dispensed by them for pardoning sins on earth- 
to pay some penalties left unsatisfied by Christ ; 
maJdng mercy and justice articles of trad^tewJiing 
remission lodged in human hands, to be exchanged 
for prayers, gold, lands, and power — (2 Cor. xi.j 
Gal. i., ii., iii,; Ezek. xxxv.) But where the pre- 
cious Word of Life is known, beneath the fair tree 
of Christian liberty, and every eye may look upon 
Christ as declared by himself, and preached by His 
Apostles, the deceiver is not alone in His guilt. 

Art thou beguiled while Truth stands beauteous by ? 

He is not safe that doth believe a lie. 

Bev. xiv. 6—13. 

Behold that host swarming around the false 
prophet of Mecca. No priiice of peace is he. The 
host he leads is vowed to conquest. Ambition'i^ 
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lust, links together the names of God and Mahomet. 
Hark to the mighty shouts of conflict; brightly 
gleams the thirsty scimitar ; it flashes through 
the East, and drinks incessant draughts of human 
blood — sweeps over northern Africa, conquers 
Spain, and scorches and bums in Asia. GhurcheSy 
warned in vain by John from Fatmos, perish in 
those judgments, which, corrupted, they have defied. 
Jerusalem, made a snare to aU Christ's Church by 
priestly plunderers, who leave untried no pretext 
that may help to rivet more securely their heavy 
chains on man's deceived and subjugated mind, is 
trampled beneath the feet of the fierce invaders. 
Men have defiled the pure and peaceful religion of 
Christ; and now behold the flaming sword of a 
fSalse faith. Whenever the grace of God is neg- 
lected or despised, God appoints a scourge. Am- 
bition, in this case, wields it in the names of God 
and Mahomet. Though Satan is permitted to have 
his triumphs, his idols have to bow in the dust 
at the name of Jehovah. To retain some remnant 
of his power he is compelled to destroy his ancient 
instruments; and where his grossest delusions 
swayed, must extirpate the false divinities, and 
make known the one eternal God, though with 
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foul imposture towering at His side, usurping 
great honour, thrusting Christ from His throne, and 
robbing Him of His crown. It is the ^^womarCs 
seedT that is the object of his futile hate — he who 
will bind him in eternal chains. While in the 
East he thus shows Christ robbed of divinity, 
abased, refused, and ranked only among the 
prophets, exalting a rival who, amid fire and 
slaughter, proclaims himself to be ''the chosen of 
the Lord," the brilliant monarch of the prophecies, 
he fans in Europe, too, the fires of ambition, to 
stain for temporal power the holy name of Christ ; 
to rear its bloated bulk between Him and man, 
aa the only channel of His saving gr«u>e; as com- 
missioned to explain what is a/mbiguouSf and to 
fill up the blanks in His blessed testament, grasp- 
ing His attributes, and as the sole exponent of His 
commands, as Christ's vicegerent, to sit enthroned 
« (M, dispo^r .f earthly crow,^, open„ of 
heaven and helL 

And where is Love the while ? God hath His 
witnesses in the Waldenses, Albigenses, Hussites, 
Wickliffites, and other martyrs of Home ; and where 
man least looks for them She is sealing the elect. 
As well attempt to drink up Oceaa, as to stay 
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the onward course of Divine Love, bearing in 
her hand the atoning blood, and in the solitude 
of the silent chamber sprinkling the repentant 
and seeking soul, and filling the regenerated heart 
with her delights. There grow the fixiits of 
righteousness, not bought with fancied merit, 
but humbly offered by grateful love, that would 
give evidence of love's answering glow to Him 
who first had loved. Deceived crowds may plant 
the ladder of works against Kedemption's sky, 
and think to scale by human might the realms 
of bliss; but Love alone bestows the joys of 
heaven which were purchased by the blood of 
Christ. Love is infinite; all eternity cannot ex- 
haust the grace of Christ. No soul can ever 
mount by its own righteousness, while none can 
ever rely in vain upon that of the Saviour. Gk>d 
will accept with smiles all that may be brought 
by man as the grateful offering of adoring Love, 
which feels that in bestowing all, it can give 
nothing to Him from whom it has received aU ; 
but if man thinks to obtain the '^ exceeding and 
eternal weight of glory" by any works he may 
perform here, he is only preparing his soul's eternal 
woe : he may pile church on church, but he will 
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not thus rise one inch toward the sky of glory; 
insult to Christ is stamped on every stone of the 
edifice^ and God will spurn both him and his 
offering. 

the accursed foUy of the human heart that 
will bring its atom to add to the mountain of 
God; that will find something wanting in Love's 
scheme for raising rebellious man to heaven. It 
has been the source of unnumbered errors^ and 
rife with the foulest crime. Look at Europe, 
stirred to its depths by the preaching of Peter 
the Hermit. " To arms — to arms ! Christ de- 
mands your help to cleanse from shame His holy 
sepulchre I No matter how deep the stain of blood 
upon your hands and hearts; oppressor, tyrant, 
murderer, parricide ; set but your face toward 
Palestine, and heaven, with all its joys, is yours ; 
one drop of Moslem blood shed by your hands, 
will set you free from the deepest guilt." There 
is the road to heaven; the price for man's re- 
demption is 7WW the blood of the Moslem I (even 
as the houris of Mahomet stand ready at the 
celestial gate to lavish their embraces on his 
warriors.) 

Castle and hovel answer to the call; an 
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universal frenzy possesses the mind of Europe ; 
the town's vile refuse flock round the standard ; 
millions vow themselves to the high enterprise. 
Delicious mode of reaching heaven for the sons 
of vice ! 

No sin repented — ^paflsions imsabdued, 

No crime relinquished, no vile heart renewed. 

Only to murder in Christ's holy name ; 

With Earth's loTed plunder, Heaven's bright glory gain ! 

Ocean exacts his tribute ; the plains of Hungary 
are fat with human flesh; plague and pestilence 
dry up the burning veins of myriads ; unnumbered 
thousands perish of want^ disease^ and by the 
sword of the Mosl^n. But again and again 
frenzied hosts bear on the standard — to win a 
fihroud from tiie circling sands of the desert I 

How great the insult to Grethsemane. But 
not on the warrior, not on those motley hordes 
of so-called Christian chiviJiy be the reproach 
tmd the guilt, but on them who lit, who fanned 
and fed, the erring flame of an unholy zeal. 
They ministers of Jesus, the healer of every woe, 
tiie foe of death; of Him who «note nothing 
but the deceitful fig-tree ; who rebuked His hasty 
disc^les who would call down fire to revenge 



DIYIKE LOVX. 319 

an insult to Him; whose blessed precepts teach 
that Love only holds the keys of heaven; who 
stayed the zealous Peter in the awful night of 
Gethsemane : '^ He who uses the sword shall 
perish by the sword ! " 

An incubus bestrides the Church of Christ, 
and with a pagan pomp conceals His Gospel, for 
which canons and decretals are established, where 
all appears save love and all-sufficient grace. 
Rome's demigods axe replaced by saints in Chris- 
tian temples; and every knee is bowed to the 
Maid of Nazareth, who receives the homage once 
paid to Vesta, or to the Queen of Heaven. The 
lovely light of Truth is veiled; vile mystery, 
fruitful in unhallowed gains, reigns now supreme ; 
still, as in the most bloody days of paganism, 
the monstrous parent of unmunbered crimes. Her 
priests and ministers are all made the instruments 
of a stupendous daily miracle. No longer do 
love and faith bestow the flesh and blood of 
Christ; but He is daily sacrificed by the priests 
of the Church of Kome ; and no torment is deemed 
sufficiently great for him who would dispute 
even the least of her unscriptural pretensions, 
remove a comer of her veil, and let in the 



320 THE COURSE OF 

light of truth upon her lying face. She hath 
no likeness to the risen Lord ; touchy handle, feel, 
was His command to the doubting Apostle ; while 
she hath gibbet, stake, and wheel here, and eternal 
death hereafter, for him who dares to question 
her doctrine or her acts. Behold her on her 
pinnacle of pride ; kings hold the stirrup for her 
sovereign pontiflb — her feet are on the necks of 
prostrate nations; she enslaves and debases alike 
the bodies and souls of men; for gold and un- 
questioning submission axe the price of her favours, 
and Europe wallows in the jewelled sty of her 
corruptions. In vain Berengarius, Waldo, the 
Albigenses, Huss, WickliflTe, and others have pro- 
tested, and thousands have sealed their protests, 
with their blood, swelling the host of martyrs I 

But He who gave His life to purchase for 
himself a pure and holy Church, beholds the 
world's great need, and is overruling the evil 
desires of men, for its deliverance from an atrocious 
slavery. Alchemy is busy, to satisfy man's greed 
and Rome's provision. Can it but find the stone 
that shall transmute base metals into gold, then 
will the Christian world behold a pomp transcend* 
ing all that paganism could ever show. Love, 
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pitying views, and sends an angel with the coveted 
prize — ^a precious jewel from her sapphire throne. 
The wish of her unworthy rival shall be gratified, 
and she shall reap a harvest of unthought-of grain ; 
her fount will supply the luminous sap, and rubies 
and diamonds shall deck the face of the prolific 
earth. Quick — quick, thou bright messenger! the 
light is slow as tortoise compared with thy speed ; 

and yet thou seemest to tarry. Dost thou not 
know that thou art the bearer of perpetual day? 
Behold the astrologer in his high chamber; he 
discovers the moment of planetary power, and 
hastens, to his glowing crucible. Is the gem for 
him ? — he may find a poison ; but thou hast lodged 
at GuTTENBBRG the lucent thought — for the gems 
of heaven can only be seen and known by the 
immortal soul ; they are invisible to mortal eyes. 
Welcome, welcome, O earth, this heavenly treasure ! 
this is one of the richest of thy days. How won- 
derful, how inscrutable art thou, Love, revealed 
to men and angels as thou art by thy finished 
works alone I Thy rich streams are fed by so many 
brooks, that though man sees, he cannot comprehend 
thy working. Thou art now supplying his great 
need through the operations of a hostile intention. 
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Angels arotind the throne must deride these pigmies 
that deem themselves so dignified as earthly kings^ 
and so perversely work for evil, which thou dost 
shape to good, converting the curse into a blessing. 
Did Europe gain nothing by those great crusades ? 
Yes ; fresh luxuries of rags and bones, for the feast 
of superstition ; and this was all she craved ; her 
mind was dead ; the incubus that squatted on her 
breast, repressing her every innate eneigy, was the 
sole possessor of the paltry fragment that survived. 

Could leamixig flourish where firee thought was crime ; 
Learning, the marrow of sepulchered Time ! 

She might have brought back rich stores of Grecian 
lore, the sole surviving wealth of the eastern 
empire ; but what she left behind. Love now sends. 
The crescent has replaced the cross in the fair city 
of Constantino. Perished schools need not masters ; 
and the tide of exiled learning pours into Italy. 
Europe feels the enchantment and awakes; and 
now, yon bright descending angel brings to earth 
that prize, which, like the words that pierced the 
darkness of chaos, lets in a ceaseless flood of golden 
light. Love issues her heavenly fiat : " Let earth no 
longer sleep !" At the word, the fate of mystery is 
sealed : she may struggle long ; but as those blest 
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accents charm applauding heaven, she receives 
the fatal wound. Ah, not more surely doth the 
balmy breath of spring clothe the naked trees with 
beauty, as her caressing hand brings back the^r 
verdure to the joyous boughs, than lethaigic mind 
shall spring to life, and, like Samson in vain toils, 
put forth its energies, and astonish by its powers ; 
the landscape is not renewed in a moment ; it 
wakes not at once from its rest into its rich 
beauty ; but leaf and blossom, bud and flower, come 
in regular progression, imtil the perfected fruit 
crowns the wealthy year. Evefn while Love spake, 
her sweet caresses were vivifying the human 
thought. When the poor metal from the crucible 
received in the mould its lettered face, it became 
gold, pure gold, with admixture of electric flame; 
wealth for the soul ; light to free the mind from 
the vile debasing grasp of ignorance and shame; 
for it became the vehicle of an indestructible 
augmenting store of thought. In that mould is 
Love's first globule of sap, the flow of which cannot 
be arrested by any hostile power, till the widely- 
scattered millions of earth shaU know of mercy, 
and truth, and righteousness. Whatever Love may 
henceforth reveal to the human mind, will remain 
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a lucent gift for all; thought will be permanent 
like matter, and a truth once conquered will make 
its home on earth. The accumulated stores of 
past generations will remain a common property. 
Man, admitted step by step to the workings of 
Nature, will be able to build on past discoveries ; 
every secret mastered will be as a stepping-stone 
from which he moves onward with firm and elastic 
tread to another, until his head may seem to touch 
the star-gemmed heavens, and he may smile 
femiUarly on the mysteries of antiquity. Satan, 
who cannot make anything, but who is ever at 
work to compass man's ruin and destroy his real 
joys, win, doubtless, pour his venom into the 
lettering mould, and man wUl become his accom- 
plice to frustrate Love through her own means ; 
but never again will the earth become enveloped 
in such darkness as that from which it has now 
emerged. Love's beauteous face will be ever 
visible ; and whatever the new incubus that may 
seek to hide them, h^r resplendent charms will 
ever be open to men's gaze. 

Cast your eyes now on Europe. As when the 
prophet, speaking in vision by God's command, beheld 
the dry bones reclothed with flesh, assume form, and 



DIVINE LOVE. 325 

awake to breathing life, so doth some invigorating 
principle glide amid the inert and torpid mass. 
Love's hand is there. Man's passions may profane 
and sully her work ; but it is her hand that wrests 
from hell its victories and its spoils. The schools 
are sought, books are multiplied, and men are eager 
for them. Appetites will find food ; men will think 
when thought leads to fame, and genius gains an 
imperishable renown. The charm is di£Pused ; 
Europe, chiysalis, is transforming and struggling 
out of darkness into the bliss of light. She hates 
the coil by which she was imprisoned ; and become 
a lovely winged thing, she longs to soar. Her 
persistent prows venture upon the farthest ocean; 
new, sunny, golden islands charm the heart of 
avarice. Far India is reached round Africa's Cape 
of storms. A vast and beautiful continent rewards 
adventurous toil with its treasures of gold and 
silver. Ambition, avarice, luxury, shout with joy. 
But it was not for them that Love's sweet voice 
cried, '' Sleep no more/' and that she sent that angel 
on his glorious errand. She hath a richer treasure, 
one all her own, which, like old Laban's gods, has 
been concealed beneath her lost child's impurity. 

« 

The EVERLA8TINQ GosPEL, the sweet code of Love, the 

y 
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heritage of the Church firom Christ — His testament, 
the legacy of His Apostles, the clear, full, only 
guide to the realms of eternal joy, hath long been 
hidden beneath that unblushing sumptuous mystery^ 
which hath confiscated the Church of Christ to be- 
come her sole property. For this Love sends that 
precious secret to a lost world ; the everlasting 
Gospel must be known; translated into every 
human tongue ; find its way into eveiy house and 
chamber. Some Grecian students ^um from the 

Stagyrite to the rich fountain of eternal truth. 
Greek Scriptures issue from the busy press. 
Precious treasure ! Men gaze with wonder on its 
beauties. Astonished, they find no homage there to 
the Virgin — ^no saints made by Paul, John, James, 
or Peter ; but read with awe, *^ If any man shall 
teach another Gospel, let him be accursed." They 
examine His blessed words, in whom wisdom, Ught 
eternal ever shone — {St. Matt xv. 9) — " In vain they 
do worship me, teaching as doctrines the command- 
ments of men," errors repugnant to the holy will of 
God. His Spirit is abroad, as it once moved on the 
face of the waters. O man, man ! art thou not 
clierished, that Love should thus send down to put 
an end to the damning mystery that has enslaved 
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thee ? — to unchain and emancipate thee — ^to remove 
the fatal coil of superstition from thy fettered mind, 
that thou mayest reach to full Gospel Uberty — 
mayest see from whence and how thy remedy 
Cometh, the only remedy of Love for every human 
woe ? The ponderous mass of imposition upheld by 
earthly power, appears to man too mighty to be at 
once destroyed. She is therefore asked to take off 
some little of her weight, to let in a little light — 
show a little of Love's wondrous beauty. But the 
haughty incubus will nothing relinquish ; she feels 
that her only shield is her pretended infallihility ; 
that her lying superstructure must remain un- 
touched, or that it will fall into hopeless ruin. Her 
arms are dreadful, her power is fierce and cruel ; 
but the pure Word of God now rushes to the as- 
sault. Ardent Luther keeps the press employed ; 
increasing thousands receive and hail with joy the 
heavenly food, as crumb by crumb it reaches their 
expectant hands ; they hear Love's voice ; they re- 
spond to her calls ; her champions start forth from 
the hag-ridden Church, and fling their bold defiance 
in her great name — ^the Word, the Written Word, 
the blessed f holy Word their only weapon — strong 
to incite — potent to restrain — firm in command — 

y 2 
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this do, from this turn thou away; showing the 
path of duty plain and clear ; salvation all in Christ 
— the gift of God, the prize of fidth ; that regene- 
ration will be shown by works of love, which wiU 
flow from men's hearts like copious streams from an 
unfailing spring. Ah ! like the brands of Samson 
among the standing com of the Philistines, so is the 
pure Word of Christ among the "wood, hay, and 
stubble " that Borne hath heaped around the precious 
blood that was shed on Calvary. When Bome was 
pagan, in her fury to defend her fidse gods, she 
strove by cruel deaths to annihilate the truth of 
Christ ; since and now, called Christian, she has 
been and is equally ftirious' to quench Love's un- 
dying flame, in the blood of martyrs. As the in- 
furiate Jews, by slaying Christ and His Apostles, 
drew upon themselves the guilt of their fathers in 
slaying the prophets, became the heirs of all their 
fathers' crimes, adopted all their deeds, and became 
subject to the penalty of all — so Rome ; she takes 
upon her the atrocious crimes of her paganism ; 
preposterous as evil ever is in its blindness, she 
claims to derive both from Christ and Janus ; and 
works her pagan deeds imder a Christian name. 
But the blessed tidings move on with rapid 
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strides. Christ's flock receives again the bread 
of heaven. In vain inquisitors multiply their 
victims; the rack may torture, flames may con- 
sume the frail flesh, but Guttevhurg hath made 
the world secure, unless it fall wilfully into its 
old slavery. Love cannot be again concealed. And 
thou, dear England ; dost thou, too, arise and wel- 
come this glorious radiance? dost thou shake the 
night dews from thy dank mane; and throw ofi^ 
Rome's fetters, which, though heavy, have still 
hung loosely on thee, because, often when touched 
offensively by foreign hands, thou hast been 
startled, claiming that if thou didst wear them, 
they were self-assumed, and that she was power- 
less to impose ? When the angel brought down 
that prize to earth, thou wert in the toils of 
a disastrous civil war. Yet the press of Caxton 
screamed merrily; the early rays of a coming 
day appeared, sweet with promise. Doth the 
light of the Gospel brand, waved by German 
heroes, arouse thee ? No — there is nothing active 
in thee now but regal power; thou art ruled by 
a young self-willed, impetuous tyrant, splendid, 
conceited, and puffed-up by vanity, that chafes to 
hear the great name of Luther m all men's 
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mouths. The royal author rushes to the press 
against Love's dauntless champion, striving to 
eclipse his fame. But Love hath chosen thee, 
my darling land — her smiles are beaming on thee 
— ^in her hand she holds thy glory. Inscrutable 
power! Luther's royal foe makes Latium reel; 
he frees thee, England; he will himself lay the 
sure foundation stone of thy liberty; he strikes 
the fetters from thy mind. Blinded by lust and 
pride, he would fain impose his own in their 
stead; but he is only foully working out Love's 
great bright purpose ; like Pharaoh to Egypt, he 
was sent to thee by God's appointment; his un- 
governable pa^ions enlist him against Rome ; to 
obtain a bride, he grants thee Bibles, he tumbles 
down thy convents, defies Bome, and wrests from 
her astonished hands the golden fruit of centuries 
of lies — wealth and wide lands robbed from the 
widow and the orphan, under the pretence of 
absolving from sins, and cooling the tongue of 
Dives in her fabled purgatory. Well mayest thou 
wonder! When he warred with Luther, Rome 
styled him " first of men," her royal darling, her 
delight, invincible against the advancing tide of 
truth ; and, ignorant of her own prophetic power, 
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like Caiaphas of old, bestowed on him a new 
title, to be henceforth for ever borne by him 
and his successors, " Defender of the Faiths Yes 
— defenders of the faith, not of Rome, but of the 
Apostles ; of liberty of thought ; of the freedom 
of God's Word, until it shall have been pro- 
claimed throughout all the earth! 

Thus Love appoints ; this is the decree of 
Heaven; this the secret of thy might; this the 
key to thy glorious destiny. Thou yieldest thy 
crop of martyrs ; but hell strove in vain to rob 
thee of thy radiant prize ; thy flaming trial is 
but brief; death strikes the extinguished torch 
from the hand of Mary — and thou art all thine 
own. Thy Virgin Queen will not admit a rival, 
to drain the wealth of her kingdom, and to share 
her power. It is Love's purpose that thou 
shouldst be strong; a home and refuge for her 
children, when chased by bloody foes. The 
scaffolds of Belgium groan with mangled dead ; 
the voice of Holland swells loud in bitter wail- 
ings; thick clouds, the smoke of burning martyr, 
taint the cerulean skies of Spain; from east to 
west, tortured sinews are breaking on the Inquisi- 
tion's bloody rack — ^tender beauty and hardy man- 
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hood find one common doom where Rome com- 
mands. St. Bartholomew's atrocious clang lets 
murder loose, and is the knell of confiding thou- 
sands; while Home hears of the massacre with 
delight, and strikes a medal in honour of the 
assassins! Dost thou not then see, that Love 
designed thy sea-girt shores to be a refuge to 
which the foot of misery might safely come ; 
that she shortened thy hour of trial, that thou 
mightest ofier a peaceful shelter to her per- 
secuted ones? For this, when Philip, urged on 
by infiiriate Kome, sent out his monster fleets 
to attack and enslave thee, destruction hovered 
over thy seas, and with his mighty breath re- 
moved thine enemies ; permitting thee only so to 
share in the avenging work, as not to inflate thy 
pride, but to make the nations respect and fear 
thy island strength. 

While thou dost continue to guard Love's truth, 
thy destinies are glorious. To thee, as to the Jews 
of old, hath Love committed the keeping of her 
precious treasure; those sacred oracles in which 
salvation, freedom, eternal life, are exhibited ; and 
all complete the full, the perfect code, the unening 
guide to heaven. Rome, Israel's successor, betrayed 
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her trust — ^and thou — unworthy, thou hast been 
chosen. See that thou keep them well in all 
theu" purity — ^unfettered — ^free to all. What, thou 
wouldst enslave them to a new prelacy? Love 
yields thee up a prey to a fiery tide of passions, to 
purge away thine error, and lo ! a vacant throne — 
a headless king! But the vile excess committed 
in freedom's name during that dread conflict, brings 
not blessings to the Love-offending instruments, 
who have to suffer a tedious, long, and not blood- 
less penalty. Untaught by the fearful past, James 
would surpass his unhappy father in his leanings 
toward Rome; but, grown more wise, thou dost 
thrust him from thee as unworthy of thy throne ; 
and receivest a king whose only title is in his 
pledge to maintain thee in possession of thy blood- 
bought freedom from Rome, and of God's holy Word. 
And now, my country, what art thou ? Under 
Love's protection thou hast been fearless on the 
ocean, glorious, powerful, wealthy, free ; an asylum 
where dethroned kings and exiled patriots might 
alike find protection and security, though tyrants 
threatened, or maddened millions might roar. 
Since thou hast kept God's oracles, committed to 
thee in trust for all mankind, thy blessed soil 
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« 

hath never been pressed by the foot of an armed 
foe. The Bird that lacerated Europe with his 
bloody talons, and drenched her fields with gore, 
fixed in vain on thee his insatiate longings; he 
had no power to tear even one leaflet from thy 
laurel crown ; thy roar was ever ready to respond 
to his shrill scream of hate, until at length he died 
vanquished beneath thy lion's paw. But think not 
that it was by thy wisdom, or thy dauntless courage, 
that he fell ; thou wert Love's instrument, to work 
out her purpose ; and for this she endued thee with 
strength and wisdom not thine own. Love's per- 
fume hovered over thee ; and though so much in 
thee was vile, thou wert guarded by a bright 
celestial band; yes, though Africa's misery was 
shrieking in thy sky — though thou hadst never 
trusted in the arm of Love, but always sought 
thy glory with the hand of pride, refraining to 
use the strength which she bestowed for breaking 
the fetters that enslaved men's souls. For what 
hadst thou to do to prop up thrones whose power, 
at Rome's command, was employed to suppress 
the Word of God ! to uphold States where Love's 
sweet lamp of life, was buried beneath huge heaps 
of lying mysteries. If thou hadst not faith to 
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guard thine own land alone, and leave the issue 
to thy God; how canst thou find excuse that thou 
didst give thine aid, without making one single 
stipulation in favour of the freedom of His blessed 
Word ; that men should be left unfettered to serve 
their God ? Would thy glory have been less bright 
hadst thou boldly confronted the world, that Word 
held aloft in thy grasp, confessing tho^t the secret 
of thy might and all thy reliance was there; 
declaring that thy power, being the gift of thy 
Saviour, should never be associate with them who 
dared to prohibit Love's sweet light — thy only 
demand that GrOcCs own Word should he free to all ? 
No ; thou wouldst thus have reached a pinnacle 
that could be gained only by the aid of Love ! 
Oh, thou hast failed in much — in much thou hast 
betrayed thy builder and supporter I Thou hast 
not yet conceived the mighty trust that has been 
committed to thee ; raised from the lowest station 
— ^the very mustard-seed among the nations — to 
become the admiration and envy of the world, 
dost thou think that it was only for thee, only 
to make thee great and proud, that thou hast 
been thus advanced and favoured ; that for this 
India was laid prostrate before thee ; some 
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beauteous seat was given thee on every sea ; thy 
cestus made to encircle the world, and the remotest 
reakns of earth been brought to own thy influence ? 
For thee ? Only to make thee great ? Behold thy 
giant o£53pring across the Atlantic, on whose rough 
infancy thy heart had never smiled, and whom 
thou wouldst have ever retained to be thy humble 
slave — was it for thee, to make thee great, that 
she grew, until now, another ocean queen, she 
rivals thee in pride, in faults, and sympathies? 
Thou art a favoured instrument of Love ; and it 
was SHE who raised up thy progeny to divide with 
thee thy glory — to become like thee a home and 
a refuge for the oppressed — like thee to afibrd 
facilities for spreading among the heathen the 
tidings of Love's great salvation. Like thee 
in blood and language, a fellow-labourer at thy 
side, the hand that raised ye both may hurl 
ye both to ruin, unless ye employ for Love the 
great gifts she has bestowed ; may curse your fields 
with barrenness — exhaust all your energies — con- 
sume all your gains — smite you with pestilence — 
fill you with destroying discord. 

Till wretched, withered, torn, and poor, ye lie. 
The scorn and scoff of every passer-by. 
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Well it is for ye both that there is within ye a 
holy leaven ! But let me speak with thee, Britain, 
my own dear cherished land. What hast thou 
done — ^what art thou doing, for that Love whose 
bounteous hands have decked thy every bough 
with rich and plenteous fruits ? Canst thou bear 
Love's scrutiny ? canst thou point with humble 
pride to actions zealously performed for Aer ? No ; 
for her work thy hands, if stretched out at all, are 
put forth with niggard greediness, as if thou wert 
lending reluctant aid to some poor bankrupt; 
instead of with that fervid glow of gratitude and 
zeal, with which a loving heart bounds forth to pour 
out its treasures at a loved benefactor's feet. What 
hast thou as a nation done, to collect thy infant 
poor around the Saviour? that none should pass 
through childhood, without their plastic minds being 
moulded to prayer and praise — ^without their being 
taught to seek within God's Word for those sweet 
precepts of Love, given to restrain the passions, 
and fill the heart with love and peace ; so that all 
within thy boundaries might honour Christ, and 
sing the praises of Divine Love ? What hast thou 
done, to supply the means of grace to the ever- 
increasing millions that throng thy busy hive ? 
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Thou canst not plead ignorance when thou art 
summoned to Love's bar, for thy decennial census 
has shown thee the ever-augmenting need; thou 
hast seen that private impulse does not, cannot 
suffice; yet though thy millions flow readily if 
thy hot pride or interest but seem to have suffered 
affironty thou couldst not find the means to remove 
this destitution ; — ^thou wilt not educate, thou wilt 
not teach — ^they may be Christ's or Satan's ; '' Let 
them provide themselves/' has been thy cry; and 
before they feel their need they perisL Thou 
yieldest them up readily to every selfish purveyor 
that will flatter iheir erring fancies for its profit ; 
they may profane Love's sacred day of rest, that 
giant enterprise may reap his gain; they may 
crowd the tavern, gin, or beer-shop to their souls' 
and bodies' harm and ruin, that thy revenues be 
not diminished. Thou hast a mighty arm at the 
bidding of gold — but for Love thy hand is feeble, 
nerveless, or palsied. The priests of Kome within 
thee, may bum unpunished that holy Word which 
has been committed by her to thy keeping; and 
yet all thou hast is hers and from her bounty; 
thy intellect as well as thy wealth; for dost 
thou reach to a truth, it is her whisper taught it 
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thee, and to use it against her is a double treason. 
But perhaps thy vast expansive mind has been 
lured by more distant objects, and thou art using 
all thy power that the heathen of thy vast domain, 
may be brought within Love's sweet bonds. What 
hast thou done for India ? hast thou broken the 
heavy hideous pagan yoke from her fair neck ? for 
Africa, where thy greedy traffickers in flesh and 
blood aggravated through many generations the 
evils of superstitious barbarism, pouring fresh 
desolation into her already too well-replenished cup 
of misery ? Stand forth ; let not false modesty 
restrain thee I What hast thou done there or there 
for Love ? show thy deeds ; declare thy millions 
disbursed in her cause, to send forth thousands of 
native teachers bearing the Word of Lifej to free the 
slaves of Satan, so long held captive in his chains. 
What — silent? not one million for the love of 
Heaven? Of all the millions thou hast gathered 
from them, not one to proclaim the world's 
Redeems? No Lidian Oxford, no African Cam- 
bridge yet endowed ; no giant efibrt to take away 
the filth of their pollution, and give them Love's 
wedding garment, though in India alone more than 
a hundred millions of immortals are under thy 
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8way, and the knowledge of ChriBt by them would 
open the door to greater numbers still ? 

What I dost thou deem that now, in these last 
days of earthly time, thou hast been raised to thy 
pinnacle of power, only that thou mightest use 
the nations as a mine, forgetting that they are 
Love's ; darest thou to stand as a queen with 
those myriad millions of degraded creatures at 
thy side, and wait the voice of thunder from 
heaven ? '' What hast thou gained for me with the 
talents I entrusted to thee f Hast thou proclaimed 
my wondrous love to the people I have commvitted 
to thy hand f " Wilt thou dare to answer, " Lord, I 
have refrained; I thought that to teach them 
might destroy my power ; * and T had nothing to 
spare for thy cause ? " 

Britain, my country, England — ^wake! rend 
from thine eyes the thick veil of Mammon — 
cleanse them of the blinding dust of thy be- 
loved wealth. Dost thou not perceive that earth 
throughout is full of wondrous, active, hastening, 

* The non-introductioii of the Bible in the QoverDment 
schools in India was defended, or, I may saj, attempted to 
be justified, on this ground in the House of Lords a few 
years since — viz., 1861. 
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ripening life ; that there is now more material pro- 
gress in one short year, than during centuries of 
past repose ? that restless Time is moving on with 
accelerated strides to the great dreadful conflagra- 
tion, when aU that is on earth shall be burned up ; 
that earth gives now her gold, not in drops but 
in torrents ; that commerce thrusts her active arms 
into the gloomy recesses of every pagan land, 
opening its dark doors, that the sweet light of 
Love may be able to enter ; and all may know of 
a dear Saviour's name, and prepare for the great 
day of His coming ? Awake — arouse thee ! should 
God now visit thee in vengeance for thy perfidy. 
He will break thy sceptre in a moment ! And 
there are signs within thee that look like the first 
waves of ruin ; that look as if the days of thy 
prosperity had been numbered, and that the fierce 
tide of human passions — and ruin and desolation 
were about to sweep over thee. that my words 
were fire, and could kindle a flame in every heart ! 
England, dear country, spurn from thee thy past 
delusion ; as a State thou art Christ's, or nothing ; 
stand boldly forth, then, in the cause of Divine 
Love ; declare that thy wealth, thy power are from 
her, and say, " Accept them, Love Divine, at 
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my hands; henceforth will I cany thy blessed 

ward of truth in countless millions round the 

world ; and, led by me, but guided by thy hand, 

the beauteous feet of the messengers of peace — 

{Isaiah liL 7) — shall penetrate with the glad tidings, 

to every lair of the great enemy of mankind! 

Confess with shame that in one short year of hath- 

some war J to preserve empire to the representative 

of the false prophet, the great Medina Mecca insult 

to Christ, thou hast squandered more than during 

long centuries thou hast ever given to the cause 

of Christ and Love, to whom thou owest all. 

Cherish thine outposts on the shores of Africa ; 

make them the inlets for messengers of Him who 

died for all ; then, robed in truth and justice, thou 

mayest penetrate every pagan land, pioneered by 

Love, whom thou dost no longer outrage or betray 

for gain. O well for thee has it been that thou 

hast had within thee a glorious band, whose angels 

'' ever behold the face " of our " Father who is in 

heaven;" a portion of the Church of Christ on 

earth ; not comprised of any one sect alone — 

for Love knows not sects — but wherever the heart, 

yielding to her charms, bounds forth to meet her, 

yearns with her yearnings, looks with her eyes. 
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and shares her sympathies ; sees in God's blessed 
Word the key of Heaven's high mysteries, and 
pants that every human soul shall possess this 
sacred treasure, where Christ is aU in all for human 
woe, and Divine Love is so supremely fair as to 
shame all man's weak inventions or Satan's crafty 
substitutes, — ^these form Christ's Church ; they have 
Love's perfume ; their hearts swell with ardour in 
her cause. Aye, Britain, it is these who have 
saved thee ; their zeal for God and Christ, though 
weak and faint to what it should have been, has 
kept thy wounds from festering; for they have 
rendered the ^precious Word of Life, into tongues 
more numerous than even thy vast empire contains ; 
and where thy conquering foot hath only stepped 
in pride, they have sent the message of their 
Saviour-King; thus making thee to bless, where 
else thou hadst been only a tyrant and a curse. 
Never would thy blood-bought victories have been 
gained, had not Love, for their dear sake, put aside 
the hand of Divine wrath; for their sake given 
thee protection, and wafted thy flag triumphant 
over every sea. And deem not in thy pride that 
Love will still tarry, while thou art intent only 
on becoming great. She hath given to thee a noble 
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charge — Prepare my way; make thyself holy ; pre- 
pare the heathen mind ; carry the blessed tidings of 
salvation to all the realms of earth. Let not avaxice 
keep thee back; thy judgment is near, and gold 
will then be worthless. Even now it seems a 
curse to thee. Thy chests are overflowing, while 
starvation and disafiection spread within thee. 

I would not be a ruler in thj land, 
For all the washings of Australia's sand, 
While thus thy mission unfulfilled remains ; 
Thy heart is set on nothing but thy gains. 

A few short years and she may reject thy aid. 
0, thou wert wise indeed, to heap up wealth for the 
fire ! If wealth will not seek God's kingdom for 
itself, it yet may help to push in others, and may 
thus gain long exemption from earthly penalty ; for 
Love rewards even her enemies, while overruling 
their actions for her praise.* Awake — arise ! Old 
Time is now in haste to enjoy all that the world 
contains. In his youth and manhood he dwelt 
around his dainties ; now he scarcely deigns to more 
than merely touch one with his wing, when he is 
again off with mighty speed upon the track of 



* See the Divine Messages to the Kings of Israel-^Jehu — 
(2 KxTiga z. 30, <bc.) 
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another. It was but yesterday Steam conquered 
space ; then the electric spark was made to tell of 
distant danger^ want, and change, of love, and joy, 
and tenderness. One day he stirs up the sands of 
California, on the morrow he is amid the wealth of 
Australia, and his wings are spread toward Africa. 
Another day gold may seem too poor, and he may 
descend upon the home of the diamond — alight in 
the treasure-house of earth's most beauteous gems. 
Awake — arise — deem not that Love honours thee 
because she Jiath need of thee : abandon her service, 
and thou art a ruin ! Love neither seeks counsel, 
nor wants aid ; but she looks to see in man her own 
great desires. Thou wilt not do her work ? Then per- 
chance she may pour her glory through Eastern skies. 
She may not longer wait thy tardy steps. Methinks 
I see her flooding through Heaven's bright gate ! 
She looks on China, with its mighty multitude ; she 
breathes in China's sky ; the Holy Ghost is again 
manifested in power, and, as at the Pentecost, rends 
the veil of darkness from men's souls; she floats 
over India ; every idol is prostrate in the dust— 
every tongue is calling on Christ the Saviour ; all 
Asia prostrates itself at the Kedeemer's feet ; Afric's 
swarthy hordes feel her smile — her beauty conquers 
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them, and their bondage is at an end. The groans 
of approaching dissolution are heard from eveiy 
realm that owns the fiedse prophet. The pagan 
incubus that bestrides, betrays, misleads, and 
starves Christ's flock, shows everywhere abroad a 
feverish restlessness — striving for power that can 
never be regained ; while they who had i^reed '^ to 
give her their kingdom for a while," now shrink 
from her, and prepare ^'to make her desolate and 
naked, and to eat her flesh, and to bum her with 
fire r in her home of pride her days become dim 
and dark, nor can she ever soar to brighter sunshine 
or to clearer skies. The day impends, when the 
name of Mahomet shall be spumed by earth's vilest 
slaves as infamous; when Israel, touched by the 
Spirit's fire, shall hail with rapture the Babe of 
Bethlehem, and mourn for the Crucified of Calvary 
'' as one moumeth for his only son, and be in bitter- 
ness for him as one that is in bitterness for his 
first-bom" — {Zech. xii. 10) — ^when all who call them- 
selves by the name of Christ, shall be permitted to 
know Him as He has revealed himself in His 
precious Word. Then wilt thou see from amidst 
thy ruins, what honour Love designed for thee in 
making thee an instrument for realising her 
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beauteous thought ; then wilt thou look back with 
sorrow on thy past centuries, and with grief that 
thy standard did not bear her name. The honour 
thou hast lost will sear thy vision, and thou wilt 
waste thy days in useless sighs I England — ^thou 
Israel of the Gentiles — see that thou art not, like 
Israel, hurled to destruction I Thou art not faithful ; 
Love hath not found in thee the fruit she sought ; 
and yet she hath kept thee vigorous, fresh, and 
green, while others shrunk and withered round 
thee. Bloom, ere she lop from thee thy spreading 
branches, and leave thee lifeless and bare; while 
China, perchance, shall bask in her delicious light, 
and India and despised Africa rend the air with 
songs of praise. 

Thou hast no time left for indecision. Love's 
time is at hand, when the Sun will show only 
Christ's empire, and the wreck of all that would not 
be hers. The last day of salvation has come ; the 
last dread minute of its last hour is near. Yes, 
thou fond mother ; that fair new-bom child of thine, 
may view the judgment-day untouched by the cruel 
hand of death ; that child may stand beside thy 
opening tomb ; and see thee arise, if thou art Love's, 
all radiant with immortal glory! Think of his 
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rapture^ if he, too, be Christ's, as he beholds thee 
in thy flowing robes of pearly light ! ( ) train him 
that this rapture may be his ; and that thou view 
him not crouching in the unutterable woe of a self- 
condemned soul! 

Yes ; the last allotted hour of earth's long day 
of grace is marking now its minutes. Had those 
minutes a voice that all might recognise, how earth 
would bound, as one by one, with solemn pace, 
they register their end upon her dial ; while saints 
and martyrs feel their coming triumph, and pre- 
pare, with increasing joy, for their more full 
reward. 

But though there is no startling, thrilling, 
fearful sound, to proclaim to earth that another 
moment is gone ; though there are no figures to 
show to each shrinking eye the many minutes past, 
and the few which yet remain, earth hath her 
tokens which watching faith may recognise; for 
not only doth she yield her choicest treasures in 
a flood surpassing the most rapturous dreani of 
avarice, but there are no millions tortured to obtain 
it, and it is not mixed and sullied with a people's 
blood ; it founds new nations, instead of destroying 
old ones, and populates the lands in which its 
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charms are revealed.^ Is not this a wondrous 

chaoige ? And to whom is it that Love gives these 

precious harvests of her golden fields ? To Albion — 

to Columbia — to the only nations whose sons have 

borne her message pure and unmixed to the 

heathen world ; the only ones who have displayed 

even a comer of her ensign. Despite their grievous 

sins, she still woos them to honour. that ye 

both, Albion, Columbia, had served her with your 

whole heart ! what language then might tell of your 

boundless blessings! Earth would not thus have 

opened her secret treasure-houses, had not that last 

tremendous scene been near; and she must be 

subdued, ere she meet her Maker in judgment. 

Civilisation shone in Asia and Africa, while Europe 

and America were yet in rudest ignorance. As 

those faded, these began to shine. God does not 

resuscitate continents, nor renovate destroyed 

nations. But all must bow to Christ. Thus 

Britain wrests the plains of India from Mahomet 

and from Bramah ; thus France extends her sway 

in northern Africa ; thus the Buss casts his shadow 

over Turkey. Mahomet is numbered ; he must 

relinquish empire because Christ vrill reign ; and 

* Oalifomia, Australia, and now, perhaps, South Africa, &c. 
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the way must be prepared for returning Judah. 
The tide of empire can never again flow to Asia or 
to Africa; but the Gospel shall be preached as a 
witness to all nations — and then 

THE end! 
that day of joy and woe, " when every knee shall 
bow, and every tongue shall confess " — that day, 
too deep and high for human thought to fathom. 
Happy he who is then clasped by Love's hand ! 
that day not all concealed from the human mind, 
though partly veiled in mystery, 

THE JUDGMENT DAT 1 

^^ which shall coine as a snare upon the face of 
the whole earth;' that day, when every ear shall 
carry to each conscious soul the unerring meaning 
of that loud blast, blown by the sunmioning 
archangel! Yes, like a snare, even as came the 
flood ; even as death now comes to many, 
while they are boasting of coming years on 
earth I If man, who daily sees before him the 
opening grave, passes by regardless, how shall 
he not scorn that of which feeble unenlightened 
vision finds no evidence, no trace, no sign ; nothing 
to overcome that unbelief which is bom of sin 
and pride, and rejects the record of Gods will that 
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is written on the sacred page. The rapid progress 
of earth speaks to him only of man's astounding 
intellect ; he swells a pigmy giant, proudly defiant 
as he regards the fragile wonders by which he sur- 
rounds himself To him the world is in its infancy ; 
and he still hopes to rear his Babel, until it reach 
the skies. He cannot see that until the flood it 
was the leaf-time of earth ; that it was her period 
of blossom until the offering up on Calvary ; that 
the fruit hath since been growing and ripening, and 
soon must fall from her boughs. He will not seel 
Is it not written, that on the extremest verge of 

time he will scojffingly demand, " Do not all things 
continue as they were from the beginning of the 

creation ?" — (2 St. Peter iii. 4.) 

And yet believe, believe it near. The hour 

approaches ! A few short years, and there shall be 

an end of all the vain labour of man. The solemn 

voice of the earthquake — the flaming volcano, tell of 

the reservoirs of that fiery flood which may be 

commissioned to drink up ocean, and consume all 

that is on the face of the whole earth, at that time 

when the sea and the grave shall give up their 

dead, and the battle-field its slain, to hear the fiat 

which is everlasting. 
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An awe profound is upon me! Canst thou 
look upon the awful page which tells thee of the 
mind of God concerning that day — ^and reflect 
unmoved, at the sight of that tremendous glory, 
even though with trembling happiness thou canst 
by the hand of faith unrol the page of life, and 
beholdest there thy ransomed name, letters of 
brilliants traced by her eternal hand, and 
resplendent with her light ! That scene ! dost 
thou conceive it ; canst thou — O strive, strive 
to realise the amazing grandeur— >clasp to thy 
bosom the unfailing promises of Love — ^and behold ! 



A lovely Sabbath mom ! the sun hath rolled 
Night's shadows from earth's face with hands of gold ; 
She smiles — she dances in his joyous light, 
And drinks his kisses in with sweet delight ; 
As up he mounts, he rains them down a flood 
That swells her every vein with gladsome blood. 

Hark ! the sweet-toned bells invite to prayer 
and praise ; and 0, the joy, millions obey their 
summons, and their anthems rise a fragrant incense 
to heaven ! how happy, thrice happy, to be thus 
on God's own day, within His house of prayer ! 
May it not be that all — ^last miracle of grace — aU 
who are thus doing Him homage on this the last 
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day of God's pleading with man — all shall receive 
repentance unto life and saving faith ; and, like the 
dying thief — (St. Luke xxiii. 42, 43) — redeemed and 
saved by Love, at once gain heaven ! If it be 
thus — and oh, grant, grant it. Love Divine, with 
what full emotion every fond heart is overflowing- 
how deep the penitence — how pure the praise — 
how glowing the zeal, that makes this last day of 
earth to far exceed all other days in heavenly riches, 
as these millions of ransomed souls are kneeling 
before their Redeemer's feet — at this dread moment, 
while that furious blast of the archangel's trump, 
from east to west, from north to south, proclaims, 
and every throbbing heart hath felt 'tis 

DOOM ! 
« 4& « « « * 

Earth begins to throng ; the immortal dead 
come forth from the darkness of their senseless 
night ; all are gazing on the illumined skies, 
brightening, still brightening, though the sun no 
more appears; devoured by that blaze of glory 

which consumes the atmosphere of earth, rent by 
the wailing of self-doomed milUons in their awful 
fear. For air is no longer needed for life — nothing 
now can die — there is no more death, save the 
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eternal death of all joy, in those who now must 
perish everlastingly. One brief moment, and all is 
changed, as the voice of that trumpet passes round 
all the earth and pierces its inmost depths. The 
eternal glory hath appeared to mortal eyes ; cor- 
ruption is no more ; all human flesh is like the dead 
who rise, immortal ; in an instant, caught in the 
thought, or word, or deed of sin, or duty, and love, 
and praise, and made eternal, unchangeable — for the 
abiding state hath already begun. In a moment the 
unconscious babe hath expanded to full stature ; the 
dying, on whose lips afiection was fondly, painfully 
gazing, watching for the last sigh, hath sprung up 
full of new-bom vigour, to mount or to crouch, as he 
may be Love's or Sin's ; radiant, eflRilgent, glorious 
as the sun, or shrinking with dismay under the 
remorseless fang, the eternal torment of undying 
conscience ! 0, if they both, the watcher and the 
watched, be Christ's, what a rich flood of bliss is in 
that radiant light which now fills their veins, instead 
of the poor mortal blood which was consumed by 
that great glory; for in this moment all who are 
Love's are full of heavenly rapture ; they hear 
within them an absolving voice ; they stand spotless 
in the glorious righteousnei&s of their Kedeemer : 
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and so all who are Sin's are sinking under the 
anguish of their self-pronounced sentence; for 
though some may put forth the plea of merit, or 
of impure faith, they feel, alas ! but too well that 
Love is deaf to all their cries ! 

Dost thou behold ! What seemed the firmament 
is now all light — ^pure light — a light on which the 
eye could not for a moment gaze were it not made 
eternal. The vast translucent expanse, is crowded 
with the bright hosts of heaven. But how pale 
are all their glories, beside that " Great White 
Throne!" What countless swarms attend on the 
Crucified of Calvary — ^the Judge of earth, who sits in 
such resplendent State, that they who would not that 
He should reign over them, shrink from His 
presence to eternal death; while they who have 
been redeemed by Love, lapt already in unfading 
glory, fix on their blessed Lord the gaze of that love 
which brings them from every comer of the earth, 
where, living or among the dead, they heard the 
summons to their bliss; for Love, Divine Love, ever 
abounding in mercy, hath removed them from the 
view of the shrinking loved ones who had denied 
the claims of Love. " The dead in Christ rise first," 
and, tarrying not a moment, wing their joyous way 



356 THE COCRSK OF 

to their Saviours side. Behold them; aU Love's 
children are there ; not one, even the weakest, hath 
been forgotten. O, Love cannot fail even to one 
poor soul ! Art thou clinging to her? Thou hast thy 
place among this glorious, ennobled, immortalised 
dust, robed in eternal imperishable light. Behold 
His smiles, through whose death this glory came to 
fallen man! Behold the raptures of that endless 
wave of spirits that never sinned, who, thronging, 
crowd the illimitable space with their mighty hosts ! 
How sweet the hallelujahs, the hosannas, that pro- 
claim the triumph of our Lord, the glory of Love ! 

Look not on the dread face of earth, where millions 
who rejected Love are now intermingled with hell's 

huge band — horrors made visible ! 

«««««« 

Who would not now resign the wealth of empires 
that they might live and dwell with Love ? Alas, 
it is too late ! 



O, it were better wert thou the meanest insect of 
earth, than to endure that sea of fire that flows over 
all her surface, melting down her high mountains 
into the beds of ocean, and making a flaming globe. 
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where all is consumed save those wretched ones who 
bear the everlasting doom ; on whom Hope cannot 
smile ; who thirst in vain to die. 



The gilded, rosy, darling, cherished sins of life, that 
smiled scomMly at Love, and led the foolish heart 
astray, how do they appear in that flaming flood, 
whose heaven-rejected smoke enwraps the fiery 
tomb of hope and joy in lurid fetid darkness. The 
wretched monster, whose insatiate lust of power 
consigned millions to a bloody grave, and whom the 
world called great, would fain have been among the 
basest slaves of earth and a child of Love ; whose 
glorious beauty will never fade on memory, but 
through endless ages stir up conscience to upbraid 
the base and grovelling spirits, that preferred some 
meim and paltry vice, some wretched dn of pride, 
lust, ambition, avarice, selfishness, to joys that '^ eye 
had not seen, ear had not heard, neither had it 
entered into the heart of man to conceive,'' so &r 
exceeding even the most vivid conceptions of the 
human mind, though taught by the Spirit of God. 

Earth still keeps on her course, her burning surface 

concealed from eveiy eye but that of the Eternal One.* 

a a 
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Far from this flame-bound world the cherished 

offspring of Love are basking in the glories of their 

Saviour ; they throng around the eternal throne ; 

the meanest has received the caress which is the 

title to unending bliss. 

♦ ♦*♦*♦ 

The brilliant hosts of heaven, the innumerable mul- 
titude of redeemed souls ! Imagination fails ! she 
soars, she views, she feels the wondrous rapture of 
Love's unveiled face : she is lost in transport, and 
lies inanimate in ceaseless praise. To know that 
we are one with Christ and Love! she cannot 
realise the all-absorbing bliss, but feels that it is one 
beyond the reach of even a single sigh, a single tear, 
even the most faint alloy; and that it is boundless 

and eternal. 

« « « « ie « 

Forty days of blazing earth — one moment of the 
rapture of heaven I She has been cleansed from her 
long, foul, deep pollution ; the wailing damned and 
demons submerged in the eternal sea of her great 
central fire ; and now sweet Love prepares for her 
her final blissful destiny. The enchanting, renew- 
ing fingers, pass once again over her surface ; her 
splendours grow beneath their touch ; she is full 
of charms that only Divine Love could bestow. 
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Henceforward the abode of glorified immortal 
beings, she hath no need of sea — ^she wants not any 
circumambient air; the glory of Love is her cease- 
less, unfailing light ; her day is eternal, as are her 
charms. No chilling breath of cold can play upon 
her ; spring, sunmier, autunm, blend in one undying 
loveliness ; there are no scorching tropics, no frigid 
poles, no arid deserts ; o'er all her wide circum- 
ference she wears the immortal garb of beauty. 
Love hath all surpassed in preparing this the 
favoured realm of our great Kedeemer, of God's 
Almighty Son ; and hath made her so rich a treasury 
of loveliness, that the crowding hosts of heaven haU 
with rapture the immortal splendour. 

Now descends firom God's own heaven, and, 
filled with the effiilgence of His glory, the Holy 
City, with its golden streets, its jewelled walls, its 
gates of pearl ; where glorified mortals behold the 
Lamb, who is alone the matchless light of its fair 
temple I Behold her now, the special home of the 
redeemed in Christ ! All the realms of boundless 
space are theirs ; but here, in their own bright world, 
they will rove with ever-increasing rapture. It was 
here that in the days of their mortal life they first 
knew the wondrous beauty of Love ; it was here 
that her sweet smiles first withdrew them from the 



i 
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slaveiy of Sin, — ^blessed moment, the commencement 
of their present joys I Here they can look upon the 
Lamb that was slain for them, and whose glories 
thej now share with ceaseless praise. Here LovenB 
pure flame first shone within their heart, and con- 
ferred on them its celestial purity ; and here they 
learned, that such a home as this was theirs, if they 
came with fidth to Bethlehem and to Calvary — ^if 
they resigned their hearts to Love ; if with the 
name of Christ they took His blessed precepts as 
their rule and guide ; and clung closely to Love's side. 

Earth's empyrosis hath renewed everywhere her 
face ; no spot exists where sorrow had been known. 
The glory in which mortality perishes, leaves nothing 
of the past but its joys ; that they may trace back 
their boundless, endless delights to that first moment 
in which they felt that they had received the pure, 
warm, life-giving kiss of Love. 

Love I to thee we bring the homage of our 
hearts I Keep us thine own ; let not anything have 
power to separate us from thee; Heaven, Joy, 
Bliss, Glory, ours in Thee^ Love I Love I 



THE END. 
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I am thine, Lord, I am thioe ; 

Low at ihy feet I lie, 

Who would not pass the sinner by. 
Bat did his heart to thee incline, 
Miracle of love divine ! 



n. 



Then I felt, Lord, then I felt 
How great my guilt had been ; 
Which thy van eyes had ever 

Thes did thy love my spirit melt ; 

I to thee for mercy knelt. 



K 



in. 



** I repent. Lord, I repent ; 
For Ghnst's dear aajf,e foivive, 
And bid the contrite supmiant live." 

To His dear Word I humbly went| 

God a gracious message sent. 



IV. 



I implore, Lord, I implore^ 

Thy Holy Ohost bestow ; 

To lead, to guide me here below. 
In life, through death, to Heaven's bright shore ; 
There to dwSl for evermore 1 



V. 



Now I know. Lord, now I know, 

The joy of loving thee ; 

The peace of heart from sin set free ; 
The bliss of Heaven begun below ; 
All to Man from Love doth flow. 
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